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JOLLY ROGERS 





AST month in 
these pages I 
promised to tell 
ou about Roger 
errywell’s Club. 


The club has 12 members (11 boys and 
1 dog) and they call themselves the Jolly 
Rogers because that sounds like pirates and 
also because Roger Merrywell is the High 
Mogul of it. (That means he’s president.) 


I suppose you wonder why they have 1 
dog belonging to their club. Well, this is 
the story: When the boys decided to have a 
club they made up their minds that only 
sttong boys who could do Brave Deeds 
could belong. And then Roger’s dog, Pete, 
saved little sister Sunny from drowning in 
the pond and since that was a braver deed 
than any of the boys had done (in fact it 
was a braver deed than any grown-up in 
Gail’s Valley had done), the boys held a 
special election and nominated Pete to be 
Silent Partner of the Jolly Rogers. 


So now Pete, the Silent Partner, sits outside 
the door of the Hen House and keeps watch. 


The Hen House is where the Jolly Rogers 
have their club rooms. It isn’t really a hen 
house, but it was once meant to be. It is a 
little old shed down at the end of the lane 
between the Merrywell house and the house 
next door where Jack Robinson lives. 


Nobody was using it so the boys took it 
for their club. Mother Merrywell gave them 
an old rug anda table which were up in 
the garret. Jack Robinson’s mother lent 
them 2 chairs—in fact all the boys’ mothers 
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contributed something to make the Jolly 
Rogers’ den comfortable. And those boys 
worked like beavers cleaning out the shed 
and arranging furniture and putting up the 
banner. 


Every club has to have a banner. The 
Jolly Rogers chose the pirate flag for their 
banner because it is called the jolly roger, too! 
You can see the flag on the top of this page. 
They made it out of black cloth and white 
paint. And they taught Pete to bark a 
salute every time he saw it wave. 


The Jolly Rogers do lots of mysterious, 
interesting things that they invent them- 
selves. They have a special whistle and a 
— knock to get into the Hen House— 
though they don’t really need that because 
Pete, the Silent Partner, won’t let any stranger 
go in. And they have Pirate shows and 
athletic carnivals. 


The Jolly Rogers pride themselves on their 
health and strength. Health is their creed. 
They have an enormous height and weight 
chart tacked on the wall of the Hen House. 
It looks like the chart 
on this page. In fact 
= theirs from 
one like this. They 
took a big piece = 
wrapping paper an 
aaled ‘ off and let- 
tered in the figures 
with black crayon. 


Alongside this chart 
is a list of health rules 
which every Jolly 
Roger obeys, too. For 











ee your children to 
organize clubs like this. It 
develops their initiative, and 
teaches them to take responsi- 
bility. Also it gives you an oppor- 
tunity to interest them in health. 

The Borden Health Crusade 
was organized to help you with 
your children’s health. Write for 
3 Little Books on Malnutrition. 
They contain facts you should 
know—facts no mother can ig- 
nore. They show you how to over- 
come malnutrition—one of our 
greatest child-evils—with the use 





Pete, the Silent Partner 


Health Crusade Notes for Mother 





Daddy Merrywell has offered a prize to the 
boy who gains the most in health, and in 
school work, by the end of the school year. 
Of course every Jolly Roger is working for 
that prize. And what do you suppose it 
will be ? 


Your weight tells your state of health. If you are under 
your correct weight begin to build up at once with Eagle 
= Condensed Milk. It’s the best thing in the world 

or you. 
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35 
36 
38 
39 
41 
44 
46 
48 
50 
53 
55 
58 
61 
64 
68 
71 
74 
78 
82 
85 
89 
94 
99 
104 





Tables prepared by Bird T. Baldwin, Ph. D. and 
Thomas D. Wood, M. D., and published through the 
courtesy of the American Child Health Ascoctation. 


of Eagle Brand Condensed Milk. 
Eagle Brand contributes all the 
food essentials of both milk and 
sugar—the proteins, vitamins,and 
especially the carbohydrates, 
which growing bodies need. Give 
it to your child in mid-morning 
feedings. Dilute in the propor- 
tion of 2 tablespoonfuls to 34 cup 
of water. The 3 Little Books 
will tell you what we have not 
room to say here. Write for 
them at once. The Borden 
Company, 283 Borden Building, 
350 Madison Ave., New York. 
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“A child should behave mannerly at table— 
At least as far as he is able.”’ 


For Tiny Hands 


ATCH any child’s delight in his por- 
ringer, his cup, his tray. What a 
symbol of true affection—a gift of sterling—a 
gift of babyhood to endure through life. 
Gorham offers many varieties for your selec- 
tion, each beautifully wrought, each carefully 
planned to be just right for tiny hands. Your 
jeweler will show them to you. There you can 
choose a gift that is so much more than a pres- 
ent—a fitting token of your true affection. 


Very specially priced is the “Please 
a's a of sterling bowl and 
ate, $18. 
Animals and fairy tales chase round Pp 
this ‘‘Animal Friends"’ bowl and plate. 
Bowl $15.50. Plate $15. In four other 
designs at the same price. (Style No. 
$243.) 


Matching the set above; this gup 
is really a wonderful gift vales. 
Specially priced, $5. 


Fascinating pictures soften the ordeal 
of “‘drinking every drop.” This “‘Ani- 
mal Friends’’ cup matching the set 
above, $14. 


These pieces, typical of Gorham, are mod- 
erately priced. (Some very specially priced.) 
Ask your jeweler for the interesting booklet 
“Silver for babies.” If he can not give you 
a copy we will send you one. 


THE GORHAM COMPANY 


PROVIDENCE NEW YORK 


GORHAM 


SILVERSMITHS TO THE NURSERY 


Napkin rings to inspire neatzess. 
This one with Mother Goose pic- 
tures specially priced at $3. Others 
up to $17. 


For pretty little heads, this brush and 
comb, plain or hammered, $10. Same 
in military brushes, £10. 


Gorham’s most popular baby cup. 
In four sizes, specially priced— 
$8, $9.50, $10.50, $12.50. (Style 
No. 7956.) 


Baby will love this porringer with 
its sturdy little handle. Price $12. 
Others up to $42. (Style No. 83.) 


{ 


The Pusher—first aid 
to acting mannerly at 
table. Easy to grip, 
but not to bend, 
Four-piece set $9.75. 


Always needed—a 
spoon. ham's are 
reinforced to with- 
stand hard use and 


temper! 


Four-piece 
= $9.75. 


Spoon 


Gorham forks for tiny 
hands. Designs of 
cats, dogs and animal 
friends. Four-piece 
set $9.75. Fork $2.25. 


And here’s funny old 
Humpty Dumpty! 
Rattles also in a 
plump Dutch Boy 
and a begging Bow- 
wow. Special at $6. 


Little knives to make 

growi baby 
mannerly. 3 each. 
Knife, in set with fork, 
spoon and pusher— 
$9.75. 


Curved handle spoon 
with stork design. To 
be wares one : 
portant y dates! 
(Also 8 other stork 
models.) This one $3. 
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f sittle Red Riding~Hoods 
come up to town, 
‘Wearing the smartest tub 
ZLephyrspun gown! 
Green, lavender, white with 
the prettiest plaids — 
he’s the envied of lasses, 


besought by the lads. 


Ask Mother to send for the Booklet, 
‘New Uses for Washable Silks: 


copire |iashable Silks 


EMPIRE SILK COMPANY, Dept.K, 315 Fourth Avenue, Néw York» 
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REJOICE! 


HE lilies of Easter, 
The sunshine of spring, 
Bid child life rejoice 
In the gladness they bring. 


The birds give you greeting, 
The butterflies, too, 
Put on winged beauty, 


Sweet children, for you. 








AWAKE! 


ROSE WALDO 


URST, Baby Buds,” implores Mother Tree, 
“Loosen your leaves and blossom for me! 
So long you have lain on my bosom asleep 
It seems you've forgotten your promise to keep. 


‘I'm shaking you gently to help you recall 
The spring robe you promised your mother last fall 
When frosty winds blew till your faces were red 
And I tenderly took you and tucked you in bed. 


‘The rainbow bends over your cradles to hear 
Your first waking words. The robins are near, 
And there sits the butterfly brilliantly growned 
A-watching the violets spring from the ground. 


“Your eyelids are lifted, now open your arms, 
Unfold to the bluebirds your delicate charms, 
Bathed sweet by the raindrops and kissed by the sun, 
They'll warble at wonders that winter has done!” 
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CAROL’S EASTER 


By ANNA BOTSFORD COMSTOCK 


Professor of Nature Study, Cornell University 
Author of Handbook of Nature Study, etc. 
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AROL was 
happy and’ 
very, very proud 

for she was wheeling 
Billy, her baby brother, out into the garden. 
“See, Billy, isn’t it beautiful?’’ she said, 
wheeling his carriage over in the shade of the 
wild cherry tree, close by the bird fountain 
where the rambler roses were all in bloom. 
Billy smiled a brand new smile that showed 
his approval of gardens and bird fountains 
and roses and the whole world, while his sister 
stood there for a moment, watching the birds 
spattering the water all over their glistening 
wings. Then Carol saw a great yellow butter- 
fly, floating over Father’s head. Father, sit- 
ting near-by on what Carol called the “us- 
two” bench, saw it, too. 
“See the butterfly! Now what is it doing 
to the honeysuckle blossoms?” asked Carol. 
“Let me introduce you,” said Father. 
“Carol, this is Mrs. Turnus. Her name is 
Papilio turnus. Her tongue is a long tube 
that looks like a thread and she is poking it 
into the honeysuckles, sucking 
up nectar just as you drank 
orange juice 
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4 ‘3 sy through a straw 
ate k J this morning.” 
Soe “I am glad to meet 


you, Mrs. Turnus,” 

laughed Carol. ‘“‘Come and see me again!” 
When Mother came out for Billy, she found. 
Carol looking at a leaf on a low branch of the 


» cherry tree. 


“Come, Mother, and see this queer, tiny, 
green ball.” 

“T’ll bring the reading glass and we will 
study it,” said Mother. It was not larger 
than the head of a small pin. “It must be 
an insect egg,’’ said Mother. ‘We will tie 
a bag of netting over the branch to keep it 
safe and watch what happens.” The very 
next. day the tiniest little black caterpillar 
came out of the egg and just rested; but the 
next day it began to eat the leaf and soon 
began to grow. 

“Father, look at its big head with two 
pinky plumes, and its warty body all black 
except the white patch on its petticoat!” 
called Carol. Father looked and said he was 
sure that Mrs. Turnus was its mother. 

“Then I’ll call it Baby Turnus,” said 
Carol, “and I saw it change its clothes 
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yesterday morning.” 

“Yes,” said Father, “little caterpillars 
eat so much that their clothes get too small 
for them and they have to burst them open 
and wear a size larger.” 

One day Carol said, ‘Look, Father, Baby 
Turnus has shed his plumes and has great 
big eyes in his head where they were!” 

“That isn’t his head, nor those his eyes,” 
Father answered. “His head is that little 
round red thing in front and his true eyes are 
too small for us to see. He just scares the 
birds away with a big false face and eyes that 
make him look like a snake.” 

“Baby Turnus, you are a funny little 
bluffer!”’ said Carol. 

Baby Turnus spent so much time eating 
that he grew rapidly. His neat habits pleased 
Carol; he chose a large leaf near the tip of the 
branch for his home on which he wove a silk 
mat from a spinneret in his lower lip; the mat 
drew the edges of the leaf together which 
made what Carol called a spring mattress for 
him to rest upon. He never took a bite out 
of his home leaf and kept it very clean. 

When Father came to ask how the little 
pet was getting along, Carol said, “See! 
Baby Turnus has made for himself a silk 
mattress as nice as Baby Brother’s; he is off 
getting his breakfast now on that leaf up 
there. Yes, here he comes moving along 
as dignified as a preacher. Isn’t his dark 
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his make-believe head! They have 
black eyelashes and purple pupils bor- 
dered with black, and see his yellow cravat 
under his make-believe chin!” 

“Not even Mrs. Catbird would dare to 
touch a fellow with such eyes. Let’s tease 
him just a little and see what he will do,” 
said Father. Carol did not quite like this, 
but she knew Father’s teasing was always fun, 
so she watched, very interested, while he took 
a stem of grass and poked Baby Turnus gently 
in the face. Then the most amazing thing 
happened; the caterpillar reared up angrily 
and two yellow horns darted out just above 
his true head, making him look very fierce, 
and a queer sickening odor filled all the air 
around. 

“You naughty Baby Turnus, to act like 
that when Father was only teasing you for fun. 
Where and when did you get those yellow 
horns?” cried Carol, and Father explained: 

“Those little horns are pockets filled with 
bad smelling liquid; when he is attacked he 
turns the pockets wrong side out, letting the 
stuff out into the air. Like a tiny skunk he 
convinces his enemies that he isn’t good to 


=; eat anyway.” 


The days passed and changed July into 









green dress pretty? Just see  :s*. August when one day Carol was troubled over 
his wicked yellow the actions of Baby Turnus. He 
make-believe eyes on 
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on the leaves but 

never taking a bite. The 

next morning Carol found 

him hung up to the 

branch in the queerest 

way; the tip of his body was 

fastened to a little cushion of silk 

on a twig and his make-believe 

head rested in a loop of silk 

fastened to the twig. Carol called Mother 

to come and look. ‘See, he is all humped up 
and stiff and hung up!” 

She was comforted when Mother said, 
“Baby Turnus has gotten his growth and is 
getting ready for a long rest; let’s see what 
he will do next.” 

Soon he began to wriggle and his beautiful 
green skin was split open along his make- 
believe head, and by twisting and jerking he 
finally pushed it off and down. Then he sud- 
denly let go the cushion and pushed away the 
old skin and fastened a pair of hooks on the 
tip of his new body into the cushion, while 
his weight rested on the loop of silk. 

“How strange he looks now!”’ cried Carol. 
“He is just like a little piece of brownish gray 
wood with points sticking out 
on it.” 

“He is in a cradle. 
that birds Ganndty o% 
easily seesiand:-is ~~ 
ready|ifor 4 long” 

When cold 
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weather came Father cut off the branch on 
which Baby Turnus rested and put it on the 
sleeping porch where Carol could always 
watch, no matter how cold the winter might 
be. The snow came, and Carol fed the chick- 
adees and nuthatches on the feeding table 
by her window. Then, more quickly than 
seemed possible, March had come and winter 
was almost over. Carol played for hours 
with her baby brother, more of a darling than 
ever now that he could crawl and pat-i-cake. 
One day Carol asked her mother, “‘Please 
tell me just what Easter means. Of course, 
I heard about it in Sunday school,-but why 
do Easter cards show chickens just getting 
out of the shell, and bunnies, too, when 
bunnies never hatch out of egg shells?” 
Mother kissed her and answered, “‘ Dear, 
Easter means new life and hope and happi- 
ness; it means that we must leave behind all 
the old-€aresand sorrows. It is the day of 
our Lord’s resurrection, Carol, the resurrec- 
tion that has filled our hearts with love and 
hope. , But, strange to say, although Easter 
is ‘the most important holiday celebrated by 
thé churches, many of its customs have come 
down from ancient pagan rites. 
The name itself comes from 
Eastre, the Anglo-Saxon 
(gouldess of spring, in 
i Le ose honor . 
ye eS val was 
“-\_ held each April. 
\ (Phe colored eggs 
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day are symbols of the birth of spring. 
“And did you give eggs to your friends 


when you were a little girl like me?” Carol - 


wanted to know. 

“Yes,” her mother told her. “Eggs have 
been used as symbols of spring and Easter 
for many hundred years.” 

“But what has the rabbit to do with it?” 

‘‘An old legend tells us that these eggs are 
the gift of the bunny on the eve of Easter day.” 

“Easter means many lovely things then, 
doesn’t it?”’ said Carol thoughtfully. 

“Yes, Carol, it means an awakening and 
new power and strength and love. 

Carol thought much of what Mother said 
and looked forward eagerly to Easter which 
came late in April that year. It dawned, a 
beautiful spring morning, and the warm sun- 
shine awakened Carol on the sleeping porch; 
she opened her eyes and someway felt very 
happy without knowing why. 

Where she was lying she could _peep)through 
the window into her mother’s’ room. where 


Billy was on the floor by himself, cooing and: 


laughing and playing with his ten pink fingers. 
Then her eyes rested on Baby Turnus in 
hiscradle. Something was happen- 


ing. The cradle was broken CS 
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open and a.queer yellowish 
mass was pushing.out 

of it. ( My 
Carol watched-¥ 
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until, there cling- 
ing to the twig, was a 
beautiful yellow butterfly 
striped with black, wav- 
ing its graceful wings 
gently below the empty shell in 
which they had been imprisoned dur- 
ing the long winter months. 

And Billy, looking through the 
clear glass of Mother’s window, saw it, 
too. He wanted this lovely new toy—he 
wanted the golden butterfly. He stood up, 
clutching the side of Mother’s big wing chair, 
and cooed and held out his hand for it. It 
was beyond his reach. He hesitated just a 
second—he did want to hold it. And then— 
and. then—he took a step alone—and another 
—and another— 

“Oh, Father, Billy can walk!” cried Carol, 
jumping out of bed to give her baby brother 
a good bear hug. 

Father and Mother rushed in from the 
garden when they heard her call. They were 
happy and excited, and Carol was surprised 
to see tears in Mother’s eyes. 

“Oh, Mother, Mother,” she cried joyously, 
“I know what Easter means now! 
See, Billy can walk and Baby 
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THE WHITE BLACKBIRD 
AN EASTER STORY 


By PADRAIC COLUM 


Author of The Boy Who Knew What the Birds Said, The King of Ireland's Son, 
The Children’s Homer, The Children Who Followed the Piper, etc. 


said all the creatures 
of the farmyard 
when the little wren 
told them what she 

had seen. 
“Yes, yes, yes,”’ said 
the little wren excitedly, 
“I flew and I fluttered 
along the hedges, and I 

saw it, just as I tell you.” 

“What did you see, O what did you see?” 
asked the foolish pigeons. They came to 


where the cock with the hens was standing, 
and they stretched out their necks to hear 
what was being said. 

“Something too terrible to talk to foolish 


creatures about,” said the cock as he went 
away. 

“Too terrible, too terrible,’ said the robin 
redbreast mournfully, as she went hopping 
under the hedge. 

Inside the house the Boy was standing,and 
he was looking into a cage. Within that cage 


was a bird he had caught. It was the most 
wonderful of all birds, for it was a white 


Blackbird. Now you might live a whole life 
time and never once see a white Blackbird. 
But this Boy had not only seen a white 
Blackbird—he had caught one. 

He had put the white Blackbird into a 
cage, and he was going to keep it forever. It 
would be his very own. He was often lonely, 
this Boy. His father and his mother had 
gone into another world, and he lived in 
the house of his grandmother, his mother’s 
mother. 

He had once, a long, long time ago, an elder 
brother who had lived in the house with him. 
But his brother had gone, and no one thought 
that he would be in that house again. For 
he had gone to be a soldier, and he had been 
away long, and no one had ever heard from 
him since he had gone. The Boy, then, 
had no one to take him by the hand as other 
boys had. He used to tell his grandmother 

about seeing boys with their elder 
brothers, the boys holding their 
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brothers’ hands. 
her about such sights, for she sighed when 
he talked about brothers together. 

Now the Boy had a bird for his very own. 
That was a joy tohim. The night before he 
had been at an uncle’s house. -He came out 
of the barn with a man who carried a lantern. 
The man held the lantern into a bush. The 
light came upon a bird that was resting there. 
Dazzled by the 
light the bird 
did not move, 
and the man 
put his hand 
upon the bird, 
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for the Risen Lord. For the white Blackbird 
always showed ‘itself to us in times before, 
and when it showed itself we knew it was 
Easter indeed.” 

“O now we know what has happened,”’ said 
the foolish pigeons. ‘‘The Boy has caught 
the white Blackbird that used to appear just 
before the sun was up every Easter morning. 
He has brought the white Blackbird into the 
house and he 
has put it into 
a cage. Now it 
will not be able 
to show itself. 


N oN Dear, dear! We 
caught it, and i; are truly sorry. 
gave it to the 4 ‘‘The songs 
Boy to keep. : that the robin 
This was the and the wren 
white Blackbird. sing are not 
The next day he 


carried the bird 
home. 

He put the 
bird into an 
empty cage. 
Now that he 
had something 
of his own, he 
would not be lonely when he saw such and 
such a boy walking with his brother on the 
Easter Sunday that was coming. All day he 
watched the strange white bird. And that 
night as he sat by the fire his eyes were upon 
the cage, and he watched the stirring of the 
white Blackbird within. 

The robin redbreast that in the winter 
goes along under the hedge, and the little 
wren that flies along the top of the hedge, 
were talking to each other. “Always, on 
Easter Sunday,” said the wren, “I sing my 
first. song of the year. My first song is for 
the Risen Lord.” 

“And ,»mine, too,” said the robin red- 
breast. ‘But now we will not know that it 
is Easter morning and that it is time to sing 








sO very impor- 
tant,” said the 
con, pet 
think of the 
proclamation 
that I have 
made every 
Easter morning, 
Mok an o-ee 
slaun, ‘the Son of the virgin is safe.’ I made 
it when the white Blackbird showed him- 
self. Now men will not know that they 
may be rejoiceful.’’* 

““I—I—”’ said the wren, looking around 
very bravely. 

“‘The world will be the worse for not hearing 
my tidings,” said the cock. 

“I—I—” said the wren again. 

“The wren is trying to say something, and 
no one will listen to her,” said robin redbreast. 

“Oh, by all means let the wren keep on 
talking,” said the cock, and he went away. 

“Tell us, tell us—” said the pigeons. 

“*T,” said the little wren, “will try to set 
the white Blackbird free.” 


*The cock when he crows in Irish says, ‘‘Mac an oigh slaun,’ 
“The Son of the virgin is safe.” 
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“How, how—,” said the foolish pigeons. 

“IT might fly into the house when no one is 
watching,” said the wren. “I can really slip 
into and out of places without being seen. 
I might manage to open the door of the cage 
that the white Blackbird is in.” 

“Oh, it is terrible in the house,” said the 
foolish pigeons; “‘we went in once, picking 
grains. The door was closed on us. It was 
dark in there. And we saw the eyes of the 
cat watching us.” Then the pigeons flew 
away. 

“T should be afraid to go in,” said the robin 
redbreast, “now that they have mentioned 
the eyes of the cat.” 

“I am afraid,” said the little wren. ‘And 
there is no one that would miss me if anything 
befell me. I really am so afraid that I want 
to fly right away from this place.” 

But then, although her little heart was 
beating very fast, the wren flew up on the 
thatched porch. There was no one could see 
her there, so small and so brown she was. 
When darkness came outside she fluttered into 
the house. She hid in a corner of the dresser 
behind a little lustre jug. She watched the 
cage that had the white Blackbird in it. She 
saw the door of the house closed and bolted 
for the night. 

O all in a flutter was the little brown wren 
as she hid in one of the houses of men. She 
saw the cat sleeping by the hearth. She saw, 
when the fire burned low, how the cat 
rose and stretched her- 
self, and looked all 
around the house with her 
eyes. The Boy and his 

grandmother 
had now gone up 
to bed. The wren 
could still see by 
the light that 
blazed up on the 
hearth. The cat 
went up one step 
of the stairs. 


April, 1924 


Butonlyastep. Forasthe = 
wren fluttered up and 

alighted on the top of 

the cage the 

cat heard 

the sound 

that she 

made, light 

and all as 

it was, and 

she turned 

back and 

looked at 

the cage, 

and the little wren 

knew that the cat saw her and 
would watch her. ? 

There was a little catch on the door of the 
cage. The wren pulled at it. She said to 
the bird within, “O white messenger!” 

“How will I fly out of the house—tell me, 
tell me—” said the white Blackbird. 

“We will fly up the chimney and away,” 
said the little wren as she opened the door. 

Before the darkness had quite gone a young 
man came along the road that went by that 
house. He had on the clothes of a soldier. 
He stood and looked at the house as he came 
before it. But he would not stay after he 
had looked upon it. His years of service in 
the army were over, but he would go on to 
the town and join in the army again. 

For he had joined the army and gone into 
the war against the wish of his mother and 
his grandmother. His mother he could never 
see again, and his grandmother he did not 
want to see. He had looked upon the house 
he was born in, and now he would go on again. 

It was near daylight now. Out of the 
hedge came a thin little song. It was the 
song of the wren, he knew, and he smiled as 
he listened to it. He heard another song, a 
song with joyous notes in it, the first song 
that the robin sings from the hedge-tops. 
All the times before she had been going under 
the hedges without a song. 
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And then he heard the cock crow. Loudly, 
loudly, the cock cried, ‘Mok an o-ee slaun, 
Mok an o-ee slaun,”’ and when he heard that 
call the young man remembered that this was 
Easter. morning. 
He did not go on 
now. He waited 
and he stood 
looking at the 
house. 

And then upon 
the thatch of the 
porch he saw a 
strange bird—a 
strange white 
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too, and she had told him about it being the 
messenger to the birds to tell them that it is 
Easter. 

He did not go. 


Then out of 
the house came a 
little boy. He. 
held an empty 
cage in his hand. 
He looked all 
around. He saw 
the white Black- 
bird. upon the 
thatch. of the 
porch,. and he 


bird. The young held his hands to 
man could not go the bird as if try- 
on now. Once ing to draw it 
only in a lifetime down to him. 
might one see a The young 
white Blackbird. sR man went to the 
And this was the | & a) 3 $e Boy. And the 
second time he “Se at : Boy, knowing 
had seen one. o\\ WC | him, caught the 
Once before, and = NN \S hand that was 
on an Easter WS Aii\ | held to him. The 
; SUM Wr 
morning too, he y 7? mT Boy drew the 


had seen a white 
Blackbird. He 
had;come out of 
this house, a little 
boy. His young 
mother was in it 
then. She had 
called him early 
in the morning, 
so that he might see the sun rise on Easter 
morning. And just as soon as he had gone 
outside he had seen a strange bird on the 
thatch of the porch—he had seen the white 
Blackbird then as he saw it now. 

He did not go. He remembered that there 


was a baby in the house that would be a boy 
now—a boy such as he was when he had gone 
outside that Easter morning and had stood 
watching the bird and whispering to his 
mother so that she might not frighten it. 
And his mother had seen the white Blackbird 





young man with- 
in. There was an 
old woman at the 
hearth. She 
turned and saw 
the young man, 
and for a long 
time she remain- 
ed looking on him. 

“‘Safe, safe,”’ cried the cock outside. 

“And you are safe, my daughter’s son,” 
said the woman, “safe, thanks to the Risen 
Lord. And now this child will have a brother 
to take him by the hand this Easter.” 

The Boy felt that never again would he 
have a lonely thought. His great brother was 
holding him by the hand. He heard the 
robin singing. He heard the wren singing. 
He heard the cock telling all the world about 
the Risen Lord. And without any sorrow he 
watched the white Blackbird flying away. 
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RAINBOWS 


DIXIE WILLSON 


E WATCHED the rain come pouring 
down, 
Like tears from out the sky, 
Until it seemed that all the world 
Could never more be dry! 


But while the trees were dripping still 
And all the air was rain, 

The sun broke through in rainbows 
And the day was bright again! 


And then my mother said, “Sweet child, 
It's just the same with you— 

Your eyes make rainbows of your tears 
When smiles come breaking through!” 


THE SPRING PLANTING 


MARY CAROLYN DAVIES 


WE PLANTED garden seeds this spring; 
Now every day we're hoeing 
And every day we dig them up 
To see if they are growing. 
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THE BUDIERFEY 


CLINTON SCOLLARD 
P AND DOWN the air you float 
Like a little fairy boat; 


I should like to sail the sky, 
Gliding like a butterfly! 


AN EASTER SURPRISE 


LEONA COVEY 


I PLAY my garden is a church— 
No roof or steeple on it— 

And flowers that grow row after row 
All wear an Easter bonnet. 

But oh, I was surprised today 

To see they liked my sprinkler spray! 
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MR. BUNNY’S PRIZE 


By FRANCES CAVANAH 


CHARACTERS 


MR. BUNNY, a shy, unselfish little rabbit, with wistful pink eyes. 
Of course, the boy who takes the part cannot make his eyes 
pink, but he cam make them wistful. And he can wear a 
cunning suit of white, woolly material, with shoes, mittens 
and tightly-fitting head covering attached. Make long ears 
of stiff, white felt and line with pale pink worsted. For the 
tail take a fluffy bunch of cotton and fasten to back of suit. 
A rabbit mask may be worn but is not necessary. 


MR. SQUIRREL’S fuzzy brown suit is made after the same pattern, 
but the ears are very tiny and the tail very, very long. This 
is made of brown crepe paper, crinkled and puffed out to make 
it look bushy and held in shape by wire. Make a false 
face of the same material, lined with crinoline to give it 
shape. 


MASTER Piccy, who probably is the cleanest pig you ever saw. 
Nevertheless he is very pigified in his suit of pink sateen, 
stuffed out to make him look as fat as he really is. His ears 
are larger than Mr. Squirrel’s and his curly tail is made of 
wire, wound with a strip of the pink sateen. You can buy 
a false face with a snout for him or make one of cloth lined with 
crinoline. 


Mr. OWL, who considers himself a very wise old bird. He wears 
a clown-fashioned suit, padded to make him seem fat, with 
large wing-shaped sleeves for him to flap. Gather the material 
about the ankles and hold in place by tight bands and a yarn 
fringe. Paint on the false head, of the same material, large 
yellow eyes and sew on a beak of crinoline. 


MOTHER EARTH, when we first see her, has on a long, brown cape 
and hood that nearly hides her face. But beneath this she 
wears a trailing robe of pale green and a crown of flowers. 


SPRING, a very pretty little girl with a new bonnet. She looks 
like any child, ready for a party, except for the long green 
flower-tipped wand she carries. 


THE DAFFODILS wear long slips of green cambric. A flower 
headdress is made of yellow crepe paper, the daffodil-shaped 
petals wired into place about the neck and extending around 
the face. A calyx-like hood fits over the back of the 
head. - 


THE VIOLETS, very little children, dressed in the same manner, 


except for the petals, which are violet-shaped and purplish 
blue in color. 


THE LILLY, a tall golden-haired girl, with a white, lily-petaled 
headdress. She wears no hood. 


SCENE: Friendly Hollow, one of the coziest nooks in the whole 
forest. If you cannot give the play out doors it may be pre- 
sented against a background of greenish brown curtains, 
skilfully draped to suggest trees. There is a fallen:tree trunk 
for Mr. Owl and a number of large rocks that serve to hide the 

flower children until 
time for them to ap- 
pear. Master Piggy’s 
mud-bath to the right 
is imaginary, so far as 
stage properties are 
concerned, but Master 
Piggy’s enjoyment of 
it will soon convince 
the audience what it is. 
At the rise of the 
curtain Mr. Owl is 
perched on the fallen 
tree and Mr. Squirrel 
hops in. 


Mr. SQUIRREL: Is Mother Earth here yet, Mr. 
Owl? 

Mr. OWL: She’s coming as soon as Mr. Bunny 
and Master Piggy get back. She’s offered the 
reward to every other animal in the forest, and not 
a one can find the treasure that will make her young 
and beautiful again. Now she’s coming to ask us 
folks in Friendly Hollow if we can give her the 
secret. 

Mr. SQUIRREL (peeping into the bag he carries): 
Well, we can—at least, J can. I had a wonderful 
journey with the East Wind and I picked up all 
sorts of dainties to add to my store for her. You 
went with the North Wind, didn’t you, Mr. Owl? 

Mr. OwL: Well, not very far—too cold. So I 
came back. I already knew what Mother Earth 
needed, without gadding about with the Winds to 
find out. 

MASTER PIGGY (waddling in): Oh, I had the 
blowiest trip with that old West Wind. And he 
didn’t have anything as nice to show me as this 
comfy old mud bath. 

[He lies down in it, grunting. his satisfaction.] : 

Mr. BUNNY (calling off-stage): Good-bye, South 
Wind. Thanks for blowing me back so swiftly. 
(In a lower tone) Sh! You stay here, and then 
we'll give Mother Earth a surprise. [Entering.] 
Good morning. Shake paws, Mr. Squirrel. Mother 
Earth been here yet, Professor Owl? 

Mr. OwL: We were just waiting for you. I'll 
signal to her. [Loudly.|] Who—oo! Who—OO! 

MASTER PiGcGy: Will she really let us choose the 
prize ourselves? 

Mr. OwL (walking over and flapping his wings 
in MASTER PiGGy’s face, he is so indignant): She 
will let me choose the prize myself. No one’s 
going to help me select my reward! 


[MASTER PIGGY only 

tunis and Mr. 

JUIRREL just shakes 

his bag and listens 
to it rattle.| 


Mr. BUNNY: 
Well, I don’t guess 
I’ll win the prize, 
but I know my 
gift will make 
Mother Earth 
happy. (Very 














April, 1924 







happily) So I’m satisfied. 


[MOTHER EARTH enters, a bent and sor- 
rowful old woman, hobbling along 
with the aid of a cane. She speaks 
in a high-pitched voice.) 


MOTHER EARTH: Good 
morning. I see that all of you 
are back from your journeys with the Winds. 


[Chorus of “‘Good morning, Mother Earth,” ‘‘I have a surprise for 
you” and “I know what will make you happy again.’’| 


MOTHER EARTH (seating herself on the log): Well, 
I hope you don’t prove as stupid as the other forest 
folks. But, there! I shouldn’t blame them. They 
aren't one whit more stupid than I am myself. 
[Burying her face in her hands.| Oh, why can’t I 
remember what will make me happy and beautiful 
again? 

Mr. OWL (strutting across the stage and perching 
himself on the log beside her): I have the remedy, 
dear Mother Earth. Your cares are enough to make 
any one old and wrinkled. What you need— 

MOTHER EARTH (hopefully): Yes, what is it I 
need, Mr. Owl? 

Mr. OWL (with dignity): Advice. 

MOTHER EARTH: Of course. Advice on how my 
children and I may rejoice again. What is your 
advice? 

Mr. OwL: Well—advice on anything. When- 
ever you don’t know what to do about your earth 
children, just ask me. I’ll advise you—see?—be- 
cause I’m so wise. Then you won’t have any cares 
and troubles, so of course you’ll be happy. Now, 
as for my reward— 

MOTHER EARTH: I do not care for your first 
piece of advice. The reward— 


[She walks away from him, so indignant and disappointed that she 
almost stumbles over MASTER P1GGY, who has fallen sound 
asleep.) 


MASTER PIGGy (stirring and making her a piggy 
little bow): Reward? Oh, yes, dear Mother Earth, 
I hear that I can choose it myself. 

MOTHER EARTH: Did the West Wind give 
you the treasure that will bring me back 
my happiness? 
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(Meantime MR. BUNNY has become very 
excited, kisses his paw to some one 
off stage and keeps motioning that mys- 
terious some one back.]| 


MASTER PIGGy (indignantly): 
That West Wind doesn’t know 
a treasure when he sees one. 
Why, I traveled with it for days and I didn’t see 
anything that could make me happy. No, it was 
right here at home—in our own Friendly Hollow— 
that I found it. [He begins proudly strutting back 
and forth.| Just look, Mother Earth, at this nice, 
oozy mud. ; 

Mr. BUNNY (shocked): Is that your treasure? 

MASTER PiGcGy: Of course. 


[Mr. OWL flaps his wings in disgust; MR. SQUIRREL throws his bag 
into the air and catches it, in his impatience to show his gift; 
and MOTHER EARTH throws up her hands and moves as far 
away from MASTER PIGGY as ever she can.] 


MOTHER EARTH: Mud! Why, I’ve seen enough 
of it to last me a century! 

MASTER PIGGY ((indignanily): Does that mean 
that I don’t get the reward? 

MOTHER EARTH: It certainly does. 

MASTER PiGGy: Well, every one of my piggy 
ancestors liked nice, oozy mud, and it made them 
happy, and what was good enough for my piggy 
father is good enough for me. [And, flouting and 
pouting, he turns his back on all of them.) 

Mr. SQUIRREL (shrugging his shoulders): What 
poor taste these pigs do have! Mother Earth, I 
have just the thing for you. I had a large part of 
my supply at home, and traveling with the East 
Wind I found other dainties for my store. [Empty- 
ing a bag at her feet.| Look, Mother Earth, a feast 
of nuts! Pecans and walnuts and almonds, even. 

MOTHER EARTH (sadly): Oh, Mr. 
Squirrel, perhaps it is a feast I want, 
but it is not a nut feast. 


[So MR. SQUIRREL finds consolation in cracking and 
eating the nuts himself during the remainder of 
the play.) 


Mr. BUNNY: 
haps I— 

MOTHER EARTH: Oh, yes, Mr. 
Bunny, I had forgotten you. 


Mother Earth, per- 


> 


Ss 
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Mr. OwL: Don’t think any- 
thing you could bring would 
please Mother Earth, if my 
advice couldn’t. 

MOTHER EARTH (hopelessly): 
I’m afraid Mr. Owl is right. 
If every animal in the forest has failed, I can hardly 
expect the timid little bunny— 

Mr. BUNNY (eagerly): My gift may not win the 
prize, but I’m sure that she will make you happy. 

MOTHER EARTH (surprised): She? 

Mr. BUNNY (as the strains of Beethoven’s ‘‘ Minuet”’ 
are heard in the distance): When I first learned of 
your sadness, Mother Earth, I believed I knew what 
treasure would give you back your happiness and 
youth and beauty. So I went a-hunting with the 
South Wind and I hunted for many days. First, 
I asked the stars if they had seen her, but they only 
blinked and winked at one another and twinkled 
as though they knew but didn’t want to tell. Then 
I visited the brook and the river and the little pond, 
but their ice blankets muffled their voices so I 
couldn’t hear them. So I traveled southward and 
ever southward—traveled so far that the South 
Wind threatened to charge me extra fare if I went 
much farther. And at last I found her—asleep. 
Asleep in a cozy cave and a-snoring just a little, 
with a comforter of leaves pulled up around her 
chin. Her alarm clock was right there by her, and 
it was just a-jingling and a-dingling and a-tingling, 
too. But still she slept, and it was not until | 
tickled her with my wiggly nose that she woke up. 


(Murmurs of “Oh, show us your gift to Mother Earth,” “Is it any 
wiser than my advice?” and ‘‘ Any nicer than my mud?’’| 


MOTHER EARTH (excited): Hurry, Mr. Bunny, 
and bring her in. 
Mr. BUNNY (as he exits): She’s just outside. 
MOTHER EARTH: Oh, I hope I won’t be disap- 
pointed again. I feel so old and my joints are 
so creaky and my poor earth children are in 
such bad humors. O—oh! 
Just look at Mr. Bunny! 


mS 
RA 


April, 1984 


[Mr. BUNNY is wheeling in a beautiful As 
little girl in a wheelbarrow so gaily 

decorated that it looks more like some 

magic fairy cart. There is a gasp A 


astonishment and admiration. 


girl, who looks like a human child 

ready for a party, is adjusting her new 

bonnet at a perky angle, with the aid of 

her vanity case mirror. When she 

sees MOTHER EARTH she jumps from the cart and embraces her. 
Since she has not been introduced to us yet, we’ll have to call 
her BEAUTY for a while.} 


Beauty: Oh, Mother Earth, I’m so sorry I over- 
slept (yawning) but I was up so late last year. I set 
my alarm clock for St. Patrick’s day, just as you 
told me to, but I was so sleepy that it was way past 
April Fool’s when I woke up. 

MOTHER EARTH: My dear, you are very beauti- 
ful but—who are you? 

Mr. BUNNY (disappointed): Oh, don’t you know 
her, Mother Earth? 

MASTER PiGGy: No, and the rest of us don’t either. 

Mr. OwL: Even I don’t. 

BEAUTY (laughing): Just a minute and they will. 


(Greig’s ““Spring Song” is played softly and continuously during 
the following dance and lines spoken by BEAUTY.] 


BEAUTY (raising her wand): Please, hurry, Daffo- 
dils. Bring back the sunshine. 


[From behind the rocks and the fallen log, the Daffodils spring up. 
First we see only their heads, but gradually they grow taller and 
= car in time to the music, while BEAUTY continues with 

lance. 


BEAUTY: Violets, you shy darlings, come and 
bring back earth’s sweetness. 


[And the Violets begin growing before our very eyes and sway with 
the Daffodils.] , 


BEAUTY (raising her wand again): Oh, beautiful 
white lily, come and bring us Easter. 


{A tall; lovely lily rises majestically and slowly from the ground. 
BEAUTY holds out her arms to MOTHER EARTH.] 


BEAUTY (we’re calling her that for the last time): 

Now, don’t you know me, Mother Earth? 
MOTHER EARTH (joyfully as she embraces her): \t 
is Spring come back to me. My 

lovely Spring. 

Mr. OwL: Of course. 
Ys it all along. 
MASTER PIGGY (who has been 
grunting happily 


I knew 
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time): I thought my mud bath 
was getting nice and warm. 
Mr. SQUIRREL: You bring 
each one of us a prize, dear 
Spring. Now I can find fresh 
shoots and buds to tempt my 
children’s squirrelly appetites. [And he begins 
searching, then and there.] 

Mr. BUNNY (to MOTHER EARTH): So Spring was 
really the treasure that will make you young and 
beautiful again? 

MOTHER EARTH: Yes. But she was so late in 
coming that I had completely forgotten just what 
wonders she could do. I feel young already. 

SPRING (fussing over her): Well, Mother, dear, 
you don’t look it. Take off that old dowdy coat 
and bonnet. 


(She helps her off with them, and MOTHER EARTH stands before 
them, tall and lovely in her green robe and crown of flowers. 
There are murmurs of ‘‘ Just look at Mother Earth,’ ‘‘ She’s 
beautiful again” and “‘ Doesn’t she look young?’’| 


SPRING (smiling and nodding in approval): There, 
that’s better! 

MOTHER NATURE: Now, Mr. Bunny, what will 
you have for your reward? 

Mr. BuNNy: If I may choose anything I wish, 
Mother Earth, I would like to help the little human 
children. I’m so shy I always run from them. I 
wish they knew how much I love them and would 
love me, too. 

SPRING (clapping her hands): Oh, Mother, let 
him have one of the holidays for his very own, so 
he can plan surprises for the children. 

Mr. BuNNyY: I’d like that, if I could do the sur- 
prising without them seeing me. 

MOTHER EARTH: What holiday do you want? 

Mr. Bunny: I’d rather have it in the spring-time. 

SPRING:  I’ll lend you my colors—every single 
one—and you can do what- 
ever you like with them. 

MASTER Piccy: Take 
April Fool’s Day. 
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Mr. BUNNY: Oh, no, I 
wouldn’t want to fool the little 
children. 

MR. SQUIRREL: St. Patrick’s 
day would be nice. 

Mr. BUNNY (anxiously): 
I’m afraid such a bright green would not blend - 
with my pink eyes. 

Mr. OWL: Take my advice. Choose May Day. 

Mr. BUNNY: The children get up so early May 
Day, they might catch me at my surprising. [He 
takes SPRING’S hands and twirls her around in his 
excitement.| Oh, I haveit. Easter. 

MOTHER EARTH (looking very beautiful indeed, now 
that she has thrown aside her old winter coat): And 
what will you do for the children Easter day, Mr. 
Bunny? 

MR. BUNNY (giving another hippety-hop with spring 
before he turns to answer Mother Earth: 1’ll borrow 
Spring’s colors and use them to paint eggs and make 
them beautiful. And then, oh, Mother Earth, I’! 
hide them in little nests for the children to hunt on 
Easter morning. 

SPRING (joyfully): Then they will know you love 
them and will love you, too. 

Mr. BuNNyY: After they play with the eggs they 
can eat them, for human children like to eat just 
as much as rabbit children. 

MASTER PIGGY (proudly): Some of them like to 
eat so much that they are called piggy children. 
after us. 

MOTHER EARTH: But not the children the Easter 
Bunny will visit. 

Mr. BUNNY (happily): Is that my new name? 

MOTHER EARTH: Yes. [Shaking her finger 
playfully at SPRING.} And mind, Spring, that 

you wake up hereafter, in time to lend him 
your colors every year. 


[CURTAIN] 
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By HELEN HUDSON 
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When Bow Bells had tolled, el 
Dick hurries back home 
And finds ten bags of gold! 
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PART I 





the ranch. I can’t get 
anywhere near enough 
menasitis. I 
couldn’t spare any of 
the help to spend his 
time amusing Tom.” 

Mother Tripp 
smiled tremulously. 
“Why, Father,” she 
said, “Tom doesn’t 
need a nurse. He’s 
seven years old. He 
can look out for him- 
self perfectly. He’s 















very self-sufficient and 
resourceful. Isn’t he, 
Daddy?” 





Daddy Tripp 
cleared his throat, as 
the three of them sat 
looking out from the 
ranch veranda on to 
the lawn where a 
handsome boy and a 
handsome collie rolled 
Over and over in 
rough-and-tumble 
play. The collie was 

Wattie, the trusty 
watchdog of Grandpa 
Kearns’ ranch; and 
the boy, as anyone 
from Maine to Cali- 
fornia could have told 
you, was Tom Tripp, the Bad Boy of the Movies, 
the most mischievous, daring and lovable child star 
of the film world. 

“Fact is, Father Kearns,’”’ spoke up Daddy Tripp 
at last, “‘we’ve figured out that a little wholesome 
neglect and being let alone will be a fine thing for 
Tom. He’s getting pretty smarty and conceited. 
It’s the silly women and the other kids that are 
making a fool of him. We'd like to get him away 

from it all for a while.” 

“Well, what else could you expect when you 
advertise a young one all over the world as the 
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THE ADVENTURES OF TOM TRIPP 


By MOLLY WINSTON PEARSON 


O YOU think he’ll be contented here, Eileen?”’ 
D asked Grandpa Kearns doubtfully. ‘You 
know there isn’t a woman on the place to look 

after him, and it’s the busiest time of the year on 
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Wonder Child of the Screen and the Five-Million- 
Dollar Film Kid?’ Grandpa Kearns interrupted. 

“Oh, we don’t do it, Father,”” Mother Tripp said 
quickly. “The producing company does that, and 
we can’t help it.”” She 
fumbled with her 
handkerchief 
nervously. 

“You can see for 
yourself, Father 
Kearns,’’ Daddy 
Tripp began again, 
“Eileen is all worn 
out fussing with Tom. 
I’ve got to get her 
away forarest. But 
she positively refuses 
to leave Tom unless 
you will keep him 
with you here on the 
ranch.” 

“Well, I reckon he 
can stay then,” 
Grandpa Kearns 
agreed promptly, 
“but I’ll warrant he 
finds it mighty lone- 
some here after the 
hip - hip - hurrah - boys 
kind of a life he’s used 
to.” 

“Aren’t there any 
children around here 
at all for him to play 
with?’’ asked Mother 
Tripp anxiously. 

“Yes, there’s a 
couple of younsgters 
about five miles from here, Smith’s kids on the next 
ranch,” Grandpa Kearns answered. “But they’re 
only bashful, awkward country boys. Don’t imag- 
ine they’d hit it off with Tom at all.” 

“Oh, he’ll be all. right alone,” Daddy Tripp 
declared cheerfully. ‘“‘He’s got his wireless traps 
and his radio outfit, and he’s making a model 
aeroplane.” 

“Yes, and we brought a property trunk for him, 
so that he can dress up in all sorts of rigs and amuse 
himself playing games like that. And there’s the 
brook, Father; he’ll like to wade and fish and sail 
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boats and build dams, as we youngsters used to.” 
Mother Tripp was smiling again now, but the anxious 
thoughts soon came crowding back and drove the 
smile away. “Oh, Father,” she begged, “have 
Wattie stay right by Tom, won’t you, in case any- 
thing should happen to him while you are all away 
out in the field!” 

“Don’t worry, Eileen,” said Grandpa Kearns 
easily. ‘“‘Wattie’ll be a grand pal forTom. They’ll 
have great sport 
together.” 

So Daddy and 

Mother Tripp went 
away to their lodge 
in the Adirondacks 
for ten weeks, and 
Tom settled down to 
a new life with 
Grandpa Kearns. 
He and Wattie went 
on long exploring 
tramps together all 
over the big ranch. 
Koko, the Japanese 
cook, made all sorts 
of good things to eat 
and packed fine 
lunches which Tom 
carried in a little 
knapsack on his 
back. How good 
they tasted, those 
lunches, when he sat 
down to eat them 
“out on location,” as 
they say in Movie- 
land. 

He opened the 
property trunk after 
a while and decked 
himself out in all 
sorts of rigs, playing 
he was this or that as he roved about the ranch. 
One day he would be a wandering gypsy looking for 
adventure, another time an Indian on the warpath, 
or a gold-seeker, or a lion-hunter; and down by the 
noisy little brook he played at being a pirate or a 
life-saver, just as the fancy struck him. 

As long as the novelty lasted, Tom was in the 
seventh heaven. Then little by little he began to 
grow tired of the immense spaces, the all-enveloping 
stillness of the great ranch. Wattie was a devoted 
pal, it is true, but he couldn’t applaud, and he 
couldn’t flatter. Tom had been used to that sort 
of thing all his life and he began to miss it. 

One day he was sitting .in the garden, listlessly 
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mending a kite, when he looked up and saw two 
pairs of round blue eyes staring at him through the 
pickets of the fence. Two tousled red heads were 
above the eyes, while below were two freckled faces, 
two pairs of tattered blue overalls and two pairs of 
bare feet. Tom sprang up and ran to the gate. 

“Come on in, fellas, and let’s play,” he said 
eagerly. “I’m Tom Tripp, the Bad Boy of the 
Movies—they just call me that though, you know. 

I’m not really bad. 
What’s your names?” 
“Dolf Smith,” 
said the older of the 
two visitors, grinning 
sheepishly, “and 
this here is my 
brother Marty.” 

Tom’s interest in 
life revived again. 
Fancy it, here were 
two regular hayseeds, 
as he called them. 
who had never even 
seen a movie in all 
their lives! What a 
time Tom had trying 
to explain to them 
what movies were 
like and what a won- 
derful part he, Tom. 
had in them! 

That night the 
Smith boys were late 
getting back home. 
Their young mother 
had grown a bit 
anxious and had 
walked down the. 
lane to meet them. 
After all, the Smith 
Brothers, or S. B.’s, 
as they were jokingly 

called around the neighborhood, were only little 
fellows, Dolf being eight years old and Marty but six. 

“Well, well,” their mother called as they hove 
into sight on their bicycles, “here you are at last! 
Had a grand time, I suppose. Is he so very won- 
derful, this Five-Million-Dollar Film Kid? How 
about it, Dolf?” 

“ Aw right,’”’ Dolf answered shortly, as he wheeled 
into the yard. 

“‘He’s all right, Ma, if you let him have his own 
way all the time,” said the more talkative Marty. 
“All he wants to do is to doll up in some rig and 
show off. He simply must be the hero, as he calls 
it; he must be the whole shootin’-match all the time.” 
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“Kind o’ fun to watch him, though, wasn’t it?” 
queried their mother, who was just a lively, inquisi- 
tive country girl herself. 

“Tis, till you get tired sittin’ around so long 
doin’ nothin’,” Dolf grumbled, as he washed his 
feet at the pump preparatory to going to bed. 

Nevertheless, the fascination of the new and 
strange drew Dolf and Marty back to Grandpa 
Kearns’ ranch again and again. One day they found 
Tom Tripp sitting 
disconsolately on the 
veranda steps. 

“What do you 
think,’’ he cried, 
jumping up and run- 
ning to meet them, 
‘some one has stolen 
our Wattie and now 
I haven’t anybody 
here to pal around 
with.” 

“Mebbe nobody 
stole him,”’ said Dolf, 
as he got off his 
bicycle. “*Mebbe 
he’s just gone off up 
in the hills to find 
some juniper grass. 
You know, dogs eat 
that for medicine.” 

Tom shook his 
head sadly. ‘‘No, 
they’ve got him all 
fight, Grandpa says. 
He’s a valuable, 
thoroughbred collie, 
Wattie is. Any 
thief can get lots of 
money for him. And 
its a thief that’s 
got him now. I’m 
sure of that!’’ 

The boys sat down in a mournful row on the 
veranda steps. 

“Wattie wouldn’t go off anywhere after juniper 
grass,” Tom went on. “‘He’s like a soldier, he never 
deserts his post. He was told to stick to me when 
[ came to this ranch, and he’s stuck ever since. 
They got him—my nice old Wattie—last night 
while I was asleep.” 

“I. liked Wattie,” said Marty half-tearfully. 
“I played with that dog long time ago when I was 
just a little kid.” 

Tom Tripp had an idea. ‘Say, fellas, let’s chase 
those sneak thieves and make ’em give us back our 
Wattie. Wait till I get on my policeman suit with 
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my gun and all. That’ll scare ’em. I just bet 
that’ll scare ’em all right! We'll be the motorcycle 
squad of the mounted police.” 

He ran into the house and reappeared presently 
in a perfect little copy of a police officer’s uniform 
with a helmet on his sunny curls and a glittering star 
on his breast. At one side of him a “billy” swung 
from its strap, and on the other side he carried a 
toy revolver in its holster. A pair of field glasses 
were slung over one 
shoulder. Open- 
mouthed, the boys 
watched him as he 
hurried into the shed 
and came out in 
just another moment 
trundling his shiny 
new wheel. 

“Come on, get 
your bikes, be quick! 
They’ve got a big 
start on us already, 
fellas!’ Tom shouted. 

The two shabby 
little overalled 
figures darted to 
their wheels. Tom 
hesitated a minute, 
then he unstrapped 
the beloved “‘billy” 
from around his 
waist and handed it 
over to Dolf. 

“You wear that,” 
he said, “so you’ll 
have something to 
whack ’em with, 
when we find ’em. 
I’ve got my gun 
here. And, Marty, 
you can carry the 
field glasses — here, 
over your shoulder like this. They’ll come in handy 
to squint ahead and see which way the villains 
went. Hurry up now! Come on!” 

Even Dolf, the matter-of-fact and unexcitable, 
was thrilled as he strapped the “billy” on over 
his ragged overalls. 

“Thanks!” he said: gruffly. 

Marty strutted proudly across the yard with the 
field glasses over his shoulder and leaped into the 
saddle. 

“Follow me!” cried Tom Tripp and was off like 
a blue streak down the trail. 


(The second part of ‘The Adventures of Tom Tripp” will be 
published in the May issue of CHILD LIFE.) 
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FUNNY BUNNY'S 
HOUSE 


RAYMOND KELLY 


HE Funny Little Bunny built a funny little house. 
He bought a bit of real estate from Moses Whitefoot Mouse, 
And on that really gorgeous lot almost four feet by three 
He laid a firm foundation down just like a letter C. 


He made it out of water cress cemented well with figs; 

Then put in joists and centerbeams of slipp’ry elmwood twigs, 
To make the walls all weatherproof, he used a bale of straw, 
And half a peck of willow leaves, as is required by law. 


His floors he made of paper red all polished down with cheese. 
The windows were of paper, too, to stop the wintry breeze. 
His house was roofed with pumpkin seeds. It took at least a score, 
And I am not at all quite sure, but what it took still more. 


He took a dozen clothespins fine to build his basement stairs, 
While, from a rind of melon green, he carved six pretty chairs. 
And then he made a little bed and covers, too, as well. 


He made them out of sandwich bread with bits of walnut 
shell. 


The Bunny gave a party then to open up his home, 
And asked an elephant to come, an oyster, and a gnome. 
The walrus was invited, too, and brought his friend the flea, 


And all agreed that Bunny's house was nice as nice 
could be. 
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Put the children 
to bed in sheets 
and blankets that 
Fels-Napths has 
made thoroughly 
clean. Help 
sleep and fresh air 
to keep them 

healthy. 


en kiddies’ bed-time comes— 


And the bath has washed away the dirt of the day's ° 
play, how they do like to tumble their sleepy heads 
into billows of snow-white bed-clothes, made sweet and 
clean with Fels-Naptha! Healthful cleanliness guards 
their little bodies night and day! For the exclusive 

You can tell Fels-Naptha Fels-Naptha blend of real naptha and splendid soap also 

by its clean naptha odor washes little rompers, dresses, blouses and diapers clean 
through every thread. And they are sweet and whole- 
some for a new day's romping. 


You work-tired mothers. will find Fels-Naptha a real 
helper, not only in laundering, but in all household clean- 
ing. It makes your work lighter. It saves your strength 
and time! 

Nothing can take the place of Fels-Naptha! Get 
it at your grocers and prove it. Bring the joy of 
Fels-Naptha Cleanliness into your home today! 


The original and genuine naptha soap 
in the red-and-green wrapper. Buy TEST the dirt-loosening value of Fels-Naptha on children’s clothes. Send 2c 
it in the convenient ten-bar carton. in stamps for sample bar. Address Fels-Naptha Soap, Philadelphia 


FELS-NAPTHA 


THE GOLDEN BAR WITH THE CLEAN NAPTHA ODOR © Philadelphia” 
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FOR YOUR BOY 


CAMP FAIRWOOD is located on Torch Lake, 


Michigan, in the famous Traverse Bay region. 


Boys from 8-18, well recommended, will be 


accepted. 

All activities are supervised. Resident physi- 
cian. Food and sanitation the best. Separate 
Junior, Intermediate and Senior Departments. 
Juniors given individual care—special quarters. 


Illustrated booklet free on request. 


TH~ CHARACTER-~FU 


Z 


April, 1924 


ah 


R 





For Girls 10 to 18 

on Lake M.chigamme, Michigamme, Michigan 

Eleventh Season , 
Swimming, diving, Red Cross life saving, canoeing, 
tennis, basket ball, base ball, dramatics, dancing, 
handicrafts, modeling, weaving, and printing. _Over- 
night hikes and canoe trips. Staff of trained assistants 
including nurse and dietitian. Booklet sent on request. 

Directors, Helen Ross. 

Ella Ross, 1368 E. 57th St., Chicago 


Minne-Wonka 
FOR BOYS 


This Summer 
will be crammed 
full of interest-- 
ing things to do 
for the girls at 


STONE HILL CAMP 


which is on Lake Court O’Reilles in The North 
Woods of Wisconsin. 

Juniors—Six to twelve. Seniors—Thirteen 
and over. 

Of course, there will be Swimming, Canoeing 
Horseback Riding, Arts and Crafts, ‘Hiking and 
Out-of-door Games. Then too, there will be 
Classical Dancing, Indian Legend of the neigh- 
boring Tribe of Chi jpewa and the monstrous 
storied lore about Paul Bunyan, the mythical 
hero of the lumberjacks for whom no undertak- 
ing was too great. (His lungs were so strong 
that he called his men by blowing through a 
hollow tree.) 

We're going to visit a real Indian Village run 
by Indians for Indians and do a lot of other 
stunts worth talking about when we have to 
come back Home. e wish you had one of our 
pao telling allabout Camp. May we send 
you one’ 


STONE HILL CAMP FOR GIRLS 
Marie Landry Adams, Director 
19th Floor, Stevens Bidg. Chicago, Ill. 


Three Lakes, Wis. 


Midgets, 9 to 11, separate 
from main camp. Juniors, 
12 to 14; Seniors, 15 to 17. 


Address: Capt. M. F. EDER, Ohio Military 
institute, Cincinnati, 0. 


Completely equipped; spe- 
cialists for camp-craft; phy- 
sician and nurse on grounds. 


Complete information on 
request 


Dr. F. H..EWERHARDT 
Barnes Hospital St. Louis, Missouri 


CAMP NEECARNIS 


Big Star Lake, Mich. 


For Junior Girls 
and Boys 


Cc Mishike “Tr: 
amp ISNIKE = Turtle” 
for BOYS -: 

In the heart of the North Woods, near 
Winchester, Wis. Definite program of 
forestry, under trained foresters. Canoe- 
ing, exploring marking trails, learning 
woods lore. Every day an adventure. 
1700 acres. Four miles lake shore. 
Write for booklet. 


W. E. SANDERSON, Director 
Box X555 Madison, Wis. 


SERVICE TO PARENTS 


Our Camp Service will be got to assist parents SAND STONE CAMP GRISCONSIN' 


in the selection of a camp for their children. T= Camp of Happiness. Thirteenth season. 
Address: Five hours ride from Chicago. Junior division 


E. EVALYN GRUMBINE, Director provioes bee #1 size Ser ie 5 22 LE Oey 
Camp Service uate nurse in charge of health. Address 
CHILD LIFE 


MISS ESTHER G. COCHRANE 
536 5. Clark Street 3722B Pine Grove Ave. Chicago, III. 


CAMP WINNEPE 


FOR BOYS EAGLE RIVER, WIS. 
Fourteenth Year 


Junior Senior, Midget divisions 

with separate programs. Beautiful 

Sa yo = for 

athletics, canoe trips. y' n on 

Wholesome staff. Every boy receives individual 
Pleasure attention. Write for booklet. 


HOMER L. THOMAS, Director 
1304 29th St., North, Birmingham, Ala. 


Special accommo- 
dations for the care 
of younger children 
at this ideal camp 
for juniors. Experi- 
enced counsellors 
plan each day’s ac- 

rity series Meals 
carefully prepar y an experi- 
enced dietician. Supervised 
play and long hours of rest. 


Illustrated Booklet Free Giving 
‘urther Information 
Miss EDITH C. HOLT, Director 


39 Fitch Place, S. E. 
Grand Rapids, Michigan 








HALCYON FOR GIRLS 


Ten miles south of Holland, Mich. 150 acres on Lake 
Michigan. No tents. Enrollment limited. Individual 
supervision of diet, hours of sleep and recreation. 

- Especially, equipped for girls under 14. Booklet. 


Mimi H. Garesche, 3622 Pine St. 
DIRECTORS |{ iin 0. Watt. St. Louis, Mo. 


Orchard Hill Camp for Children 


FOR GIRLS THREE TO FOURTEEN — 
BOYS THREE TO TEN 


PLANNED exclusively for the younger children who 
need carefully supervised diet, hours of sleep and 
recreation. Every applicant carefully investigated so . 
parents may feel sure that their children have desirable 

associates. See display advertisement page 238. 


. Write for illustrated booklet giving details 
Address: DR. EDITH B. LOWRY, Director sports, all under careful supervision. Res- 
ident physican. Booklet on request. 


ORCHARD HILL CAMP FOR CHILDREN EDITH A. STEERE 
St. Charles, Ill. Lock Box 147, Adrian, Michigan 


Chicago 








CAMP. ARBUTUS 
For Girls 11-20 Years 


Located on Lake Arbutus in Traverse 
Bay region. Water sports, camp craft, 
nature study, crafts, photography, land 





y 


Mz 
C02 


“ 
agen 
: ’ we “WAN D 
in 
A: Ae ANY 
¢ 
i 


F BAAN 
UF) 

17 
LAAN | 

BER ND 


s ‘J 
Sri) 
a 
U 
or 
i, 


t 


RING TENNIS 


By Dr. EMMETT DUNN ANGELL—The Play Man 
Author of Play, A Book of Games, Cage Ball Book, Real Games for Real Kids, etc. 


OU bet I will,” said Toppo heartily. 
“You tell Captain Miller that I will 


be down right after supper. It will 
be fine to see my old friend again. When 
did his ship get in?” 

“Oh, it got in late last night and Dad 
came just as soon as he could get everything 
shipshape,” replied Andy, who, with Jack 
and Bert, had rushed up to tell the ex-clown 
the good news and to invite him to the Miller 
home. Toppo was an old friend of Captain 
Miller’s and had sailed on his ship during 
the days when, as a circus performer, he had 
visited all parts of the world. 

Andy was always a happy boy when his 
father’s ship made port, for while Jack and 
Bert saw their fathers every day he could 
only see his dad during the brief intervals 
when the ship returned from a foreign port 
and was loading for another voyage. There 
were many days and nights—when wild 
winter storms swept the snow in swirling 
masses through the village street and trees 
were bent with the force of cold, relentless 
winds—that the boy would lose a little of 
his usual happy-go-lucky cheerfulness. His 
thoughts would turn to his father and the 
fight that he and his crew must be making 
somewhere in mid-ocean. Jack and Bert 
understood their chum and shared with him 


the worry when bad weather on land painted 
in their imaginations the terror of the sea. 

But today! Spring in the air, the base- 
ball season just about ready to start and 
Captain Miller home! Andy was a -happy 
boy. 

Toppo was not the only guest at the Miller 
home that evening, for Jack Randolph and 
his sister, Carol, had rushed over directly 
after supper and were only a couple of steps 
ahead of Bert and Elizabeth Lane who wanted 
to be the first to greet the father of Andy. 
Captain Miller, whose sea and wind bronzed 
face was hearty evidence of his outdoor life, 
greeted the youngsters with a gruffness that 
might have deceived a stranger but could not 
fool children skilled in understanding a gruff 
voice when combined with a pair of twinkling 
eyes. 

“What do you mean,” he roared, glaring 
at the invaders as they tumbled in a mad 
rush up the steps of the porch, “breaking 
into a man’s house this way? Well, come in, 
you young pirates,” he added as he found that | 
his roughness was greeted by giggles. 

When Toppo arrived the children were in 
their glory, for while it was not always easy 
to get either Toppo or Captain Miller to talk 
about their adventures when alone it was 
always a certainty that together they would 
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be reminded of episodes which would develop 
into marvelous adventure tales for the eager 
young listeners. Toppo had sailed twice on 
ships with Captain Miller serving as chief 
officer, and so it was quite natural for them 
to talk about the queer parts of the world 
that both had visited and the curious people 
that both had known. The children listened 
to the fascinating reminiscences 

of ships and storms, of out-of-the- 

way ports and savage people, of 

odd characters that Captain 

Miller had carried as passengers 

or crew. And with 

every story that the 

captain told Toppo 

was reminded of ~~ 

some unusual experi- 

ence in his life. 7 

“I don’t think ——~ gf J 
you’ll ever ae 
forget the 
time our mon- 
keys got 
loose,” said 
Toppo. 

“Forget it? 

Well I should 
say not,’’ 
roared Cap- 
tain Miller. 
“Why, -I 
dreamedmon- 
keys fora 
longtimeafter 
your circus 
had left the ship.” 

The eager children had to 
have ‘the story and Toppo told them about 
the voyage from New York to London in 
Captain Miller’s ship which carried the circus 
performers and the menagerie. 

“A bit of rough weather had jammed a 
piece of cargo against the monkey cage, 
breaking a couple of bars, and when day- 
light came there were monkeys all over the 
ship. Monkeys in the rigging, monkeys in 
the gangways, monkeys in the holds of the 
ship—-in fact, there were monkeys wherever 
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you turned. Oh my!” laughed Toppo, “you 
should have seen your dad then, Andy. He 
was hopping mad and said if we didn’t get 
our monkeys back in the cage he’d shoot 
‘em. You see, it interfered with 
the work of the ship, for some 
of the sailors were afraid of the 
monkeys and I must admit 
that some of the bigger ones 
were not very pleasant play- 
mates. Sailors would rush 
wildly out of their quarters 
because some monkey, equally 
frightened, had taken to one 
of the bunks as a desirable 
retreat. Well, we got all 
\ of them back in the cage 
\ eventually, but it kept us 
busy all day to do it.” 
“TI guess that monkey 
chase was more of a 
game than any that 
you have taught the 
youngsters,” smiled 
Captain Miller. “By 
the way, Toppo, did 
me you ever teach the kids 
iy Ring Tennis? Do you 
Zé remember how the 
members of your 
SS RN | troupe used to 
oe) 2 play it on deck 
hi HIN NG every fair day?” 
i = “Well, I should 
YU say I do,” replied 
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ea EAN 8 Toppo, “and I’m 

h ) glad that you re 

| A ® minded me, for it is just 

(ff the game for the school 

playground. Miss 

Frazer, the teacher, was asking me to think 

of a good game that the youngsters could 

play in small groups at school. Ring Tennis 

is just the thing for they can rig up one OF 
more courts and have a dandy time.” 

“Come around in the morning,” invited: 

Captain Miller and I will teach you how to 

splice and tie, and you can make your own 

net for the Ring Tennis game.” 





April, 1924 


Jack and 
Bert were on hand 
early in the morning and 
got their first lesson in sailor 
craftsmanship. They made a splendid net 
by stretching quarter inch rope on the ground 
and lacing the finer cord that made the mesh. 
Splicing was somewhat more difficult but by 
noon they had a. half dozen very presentable 
rope rings, five inches in diameter, and made 
of three quarters inch rope. 

Toppo praised the neatness of their work 
when he arrived and proceeded to teach them 
the game. First, however, he had them drive 
two posts in the ground, and between the 
posts the thirty-foot net was stretched. The 
court was marked out with white lime, with 
the upper edge six feet above the ground. 
The base line was thirty feet from the net. 

“Now,” said Toppo, “we are ready to 
play, and for a starter we will have a game 
of “doubles. Andy will take Carol for a 
partner and play against Jack and Mary 
Emily. The game and counting is just as 
it is if the regular game of tennis. The 
server starts by standing in back of the base 
line and throwing the ring over the net. 
The one on the receiving side who catches 
the ring will toss it back, but all of the throw- 
ing must be underhand. The server continues 
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to be server 

until the game 

is either lost or won. 

and then the serve goes 

to the opponents. Points are 

won by tossing the ring over the 

net so that it falls in the court with- 

out being caught. A player loses a point 

for his side if he throws the ring out of bounds 

or into or under the net. It takes six games 

to win a set, and as soon as a team wins a set 
we will start a new group.” 

The rope ring was soon flying over the net; 
clever catches and skillful tosses were greeted 
with shouts of approving applause from the 
children who awaited the completion of the 
first set and the opportunity that it would 
give them for participation in the new game. 

“How do you like Ring Tennis?” Toppo 
asked Miss Frazer who had come to Andy’s 
yard to see what the children were playing. 

“I think it is just splendid,” replied the 
teacher with sparkling eyes, “I can hardly 
wait until Monday—I am so anxious to get 
the game started on our playground. I am 
afraid that I will like this game so well that I 
will neglect my teaching to play it,’ she 
laughed. 

“Oh, I would like to see you play, Miss 
Frazer,” urged Mary Emily. 

“And so would I,”’ added Jack. 

“Well, why not,” proposed Toppo. “! 
think, in spite of our extreme old age, Miss 
Frazer and I can give you young whipper- 
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Music is The Soul of Play 


y= a Duo-Art piano, and the specially- 
recorded rolls for children, the little 
ones can sing and dance and recite and 
play to the folk music, the melodies of 
Schubert, Schumann, Mendelssohn, Brahms, 
the Marches of the great bandmaster, Sousa, 
as well as the accepted versions of the finest 


school songs. 


Children’s Games 


London Bridge Duo-Art The Bear 
Jolly is the Miller —_ The Dragon Fly 
King William The Wind 


101418 
How do you do, my Partner The Steam Cars 


Marches (Sousa) Puc-Art 
Glory of the Yankee Navy 16765 
Hands Across the Sea 62768 
Stars and Stripes Forever 62487 


Nobles of the Mystic Shrine 18865 


Rhythms 


Rhythms for Children No. 1 
Rhythms for Children No. 2 
Rhythms for Children No. 3 

Arranged by ALYS BENTLEY 


Dances and Games 
Duo-Art 
) oll 


66198 


Duo-Art 
Roll 
1028 


1032 
1036 


Duo-Art Recordings of School Songs 


By George H. Gartlan 
Director of Music in New York City Schools 


Composition Composer 
The Star-Spangled Banner - - - - - - - Smith 
America - - - - - Se ee ee ee A 
America, The Beautiful - - - - - - - - td 
God of Our Fathers - - - - - = - - Warren 


All Thru the Night (Welsh Folk Song) } 
Annie Laurie - - Lady John Scott 


Drink to Me Only With Thine Eyes - - - - a 
Flow Gently Sweet Afton- - - -°- - Spelman 


The Quilting Party (Seeing Nellie Home) \ 
and Old Folks at Home - - - - - - Foster 


Believe Me If All Those Endeating Young Charms } 


Moore 
My Old Kentucky Home - - - - - - - - Foster 


Adeste Fideles (O Come All Ye Faithfu!) 


Holy God We Praise Thy Name - - - - Novello} 
Hope Thou in the Lord (Largo) - - - - - Handel 
O Sole Mio - - - - = - Sin ey - di Capua 
Pilgrim’s Chorus (Tannhauser) - - - Wagner 
Soldier’s Chorus (“‘Faust’)) - - - Gounod 
The Lost Chord - - - - - «» - - - Sullivan 
Barcarolle eet et wie. - Offenbach 


DUO-ART 


is available in the Weber, Steck, Stroud, 
and the Renowned Steinway Pianos 


Duo-Art 
Roll 
101836 
101816 
101806 
101826 


101916 
101906 
101876 
101886 
101946 
101936 


THE AEOLIAN CO. 


Educational Dept. 
Aeolian Hall . 


New York 
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snappers a good battle. 
Carol and Andy, having shown the most 
skill, were the pair to accept the challenge of 
Toppo and the teacher. 
of the youngsters they failed to get a single 
game, but it was with real admiration that 
Jack at the conclusion of the last set said, 
“Gee, Miss Frazer, I didn’t know that you 
could play like that.” 
“T just love this game,” exclaimed the 
merry teacher, “and I do hope you boys will 
help fix up some courts at school and we 
will have a Ring Tennis tournament. Will 
you help?” 














“You bet,” they shouted. 
THE REASON FOR RUBBERS 


ANNE B. PAYNE 


ROWN folks think that overshoes 
Were made to keep our small feet dry, 
But I can tell them they are wrong— 
I clearly know the reason why. 


Grown folks often make mistakes, 
And get things in a muddle, too; 

We children know that they are made 
So we can walk a puddle through! 


Oh 
APRIL LAMPS 


GRACE STRICKLER DAWSON 


‘THE sun with April quarreled one day, 
And sulking hid his face away. 

Said saucy April, “I don’t care, 

I do not need your light, so there!” 

She turned the dandelions on, 

And no one knew the sun was gone. 


EASTER GOWNS 


CLARIBEL WEEKS AVERY 


Y mother’s dressing me for church, 
Here, in her sunny room. 
I’m going to wear a ruffled dress, 
As white as cherry bloom. 


The cherry tree is just outside, 
And full of flowers and dew, 

It wears a ruffled gown of white 
To welcome Easter, too. 





April, 1984 


Want to try us?” 


Much to the chagrin 
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THE QUAINT MUSIC SHOP 
OF UNCLE JEROME 


By GEORGE H. GARTLAN 
Director of Public School Music of New York City. 


T WAS a lovely warm afternoon in the 
late spring and we children were playing 
games out in the great open lawn near 

the park lake. 

“Oh, let’s walk through Melody Lane,” 
called Lorraine, who loved music. “Perhaps 
Uncle Jerome will play us some beautiful 
music.” 

Tommy and John and I stopped our 
croquet at once—we could play that any 
time. “All right,” we shouted. ‘Come on, 
Bess.”’ 

But Bess was still looking at the big white 
swan moving along so slowly on the lake. 

“Oh, hurry, Bess,”” Tommy cried a bit 
impatiently. ‘“‘You haven’t played with us 
all afternoon. Don’t you even want to hear 
Uncle Jerome play?” 

So Bess came with us, her eyes still on the 
swan until the shrubbery and trees hid it 
from sight. 

In a quiet quarter of the little city of Joy, 
far removed from the noise of business traffic, 
the music shop owned by Uncle Jerome stands 
as a quiet reminder of the days of long ago. 
The shop always has an air of mystery about 
it,. particularly in the back where Uncle 
Jerome works, repairing musical instruments, 
and wiiere the little children of Joy come to 
learn the great secrets of Music Land. 

This studio, as Uncle Jerome calls it, is 


charming. In it there are some pictures of 
famous musicians—some severe looking men 
like Beethoven, and then very kind faces like 
Mozart and Haydn. (Uncle Jerome always 
called him Papa Haydn, and that makes the 
children laugh.) There are plaster busts of 
musicians, all covered with dust, and the one 
of Richard Wagner has the nose broken and 
cracked, and for a long time Tommy (Tommy 
is the fat boy in our music club) thought that 
Wagner really had a nose like that. But 
Uncle Jerry frowns if we laugh, and tells us 
that Wagner was a great genius and that 
later on he will tell us why he was so great. 

Uncle Jerry had lived in our neighborhood 
for years and years, long before any of us 
children came here. Father and Mother say 


that he came from Europe many, many years 
ago. When he was younger he gave music 
lessons to the children of our neighborhood, 
but as he grew older he sold music in his 
quaint shop and helped to make and repair 
instruments of all kinds, so that the daddies 
and the mommies, the big brothers and sisters 


could play. As we came near the little shop 
that sunny afternoon we heard the sound of 
a violin. Only Uncle Jerry could play like 
that. First we thought of running in upon 
him, but Lorraine cautioned us not to make a 
sound until the music was finished. As the 
sweet melody was concluded we rushed in. 
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“Welcome, children!”” he smiled at us. 
“What have you been doing this beautiful 
afternoon?” 

“We played games, excepting little Bess,”’ 
we shouted all together. 

“And why did you not play with your 
friends?’’ Uncle Jerome asked her. 

“I did want to play, Uncle Jerome,” said 
Bess, “but when I saw the big white swan 
moving along so 
slowly on the 
lake, I just had 
to stay there 
and watch and 
watch, and I 
wondered why 
no one had ever | wed’ 
written music remedy “Porgy St 
about the swan.” i | | ae cf 

“Oh, many fee =. 

s oan ki 
have written | q ( . f 
beautiful music LUX: 4 EO 
about the swan! ’ 
Richard Wagner, 
the great com- 
poser, immortal- 
ized the swan 
when he wrote 
‘Lohengrin.’ 
Listen carefully 
while I play 
that beautiful melody which Lohengrin sings, 
‘My Lovely Swan.’” 

And then, sitting down at his little piano, 
(you know, I had almost forgotten to tell 
you that Uncle Jerome was very talented) he 
played music that sounded like the soft rustle 
- of wind through the trees. Then in a small 
voice that we all loved, he sang, “I give thee 
thanks, my trusty swan.” We did not know 
what to do when he had finished, so in a 
kindly way he told us that later on he would 
explain all about the story and music of 
Lohengrin. 

“But,” he exclaimed, “‘a great French com- 
poser, Camille Saint-Saens, has written a 
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charming piece called ‘The Swan,’ which tells 

in melody all about the exquisite simplicity 

and purity of this wonderful bird.” Then 

taking his violin he played and played and we 

could imagine the slow graceful motion of 

the swan as it swam over the surface of the 

lake, every now and then bending its neck 

and bill toward the water—proud and con- 

scious of the spiritual mission we are told it 
had fulfilled. 

We were all 

silent for a 

minute, then 

Lorraine asked, 

“Uncle Jerome, 

tell us the name 

of the lovely 

music you were 

playing just be- 

fore we came 


“Oh, that was 
the introduction 
toPapa Haydn’s 
Military Sym- 
phony. Long 
ago I promised 
to tell you about 
the good man 
and how he 
composed, but 

sit down and listen for a moment.” 

Then he started playing the introduction 
which was slow and very, very dignified. 
We did not understand why a symphony, and 
particularly a military symphony, should be 
so slow. Suddenly the music stopped and 
just as suddenly started again with a lively 
tune that made all of us keep time by nodding 
our heads, except Tommy, who beat time 
with his foot, much to the discomfort of 
Lorraine. 

How charming it all sounded! Then Uncle 
Jerome played another part that he called 
the Andantino. This melody was beautiful 
and because he loved it so much he closed 
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his eyes and seemed to dream beautiful 
things, for he smiled all the while. When he 
finished he said, “Tomorrow I shall play 
more of this symphony for you.” 

“Uncle Jerome,” said Tommy, “why do 
all the symphonies of Haydn start with a 
very slow movement?” 

“T am not sure,”’ said Uncle Jerome, “but 
maybe there was a good reason. Haydn had 
a great sense of humor and always loved 
a joke.” 

“You see, 
children, he 
lived with Count 
Esterhazy in 
Austria, and 
wrote all the 
music for the 
court festivities. 
Every time that 
Count Esterhazy 
gave a party 
he would ask 
Haydn to com- 
pose some new 
music in honor 
of the occasion. 
When it came 
time for the 
orchestra to play, the major domo would 
announce to the guests that the concert was 
about to begin. Then the grand ladies and 
gentlemen would start slowly into the con- 
cert hall, all the time talking and making 
unnecessary noise, so that by the time they 
were seated a great deal of the beautiful 
opening part of the symphony was lost. 
Haydn was angry about this, and made up 
his mind-to write an introduction, usually 
about thirty-two measures, of entrance music, 
so his audience might assemble. At least, 
children, that is what it sounds like to me. 
He gave them all plenty of time to find their 
places, and then when all were seated the 
symphony began. Listen again while I play.” 
And then taking his violin he played the 
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beautiful introduction, bowing to imaginary 
ladies, as though he were a great court 
nobleman. We could see just what he meant 
—all the princes and princesses in lovely silk 
garments covered with wonderful lace. As 
the introduction came to a close with loud 
chords all were seated, and then the beautiful. 
symphony commenced. It is not really mili- 
tary music, such as we think soldiers would 
like, but it is meant to present the delightful 
rhythms of 
marchanddance 
music which 
everyone loves. 
Whenhefinished 
playing Tommy 
arose and, plac- 
inghisrighthand 
over his heart. 
bowed gracious- 
ly and low to 
Lorraine, and 
said, “Lovely 
lady, the King 
presents his 
compliments ~ 
Everyone 
laughed, even 
Uncle Jerome. 
who said that Tommy had caught the spirit 
of the music. 

By this time the sun was sinking slowly 
behind the house tops. The music seemed 
to have given all of us the spirit of happiness. 
Suddenly the air was filled with the lovely 
melody sung by a human voice. Little 
John’s big blue eyes fairly danced as he 
shouted. 

“Oh, Uncle Jerome, what is that?” 

Uncle Jerome smiled very kindly and 
answered, “Oh, that is Tony whom some 
people call the vagabond singer from Italy. 
He is a very kind person who loves children. 
and is lonesome for the native land. He has 
told me that he sings whenever he is sad— 
and how he loves his folk music! Listen 
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How to develop obedient, bright 
well-behaved, happy children 


HE happier the childhood, the better 

are your children’s chances to grow 
up into successful men and women. A dull 
and lonely childhood is a bad beginning, 
but bright, alert, jolly nursery years are 
bound to help lay the foundation for that 
personal charm and optimistic self-confi- 
dence that will largely determine your 
child’s success in the years to come. 


A Pageant of Jovial and 
Instructive Entertainment 
for the Nursery 


In order to place at your disposal the 
world’s best thought on how to develop 
obedient, bright, 
well-behaved chil- 
dren, a set of five 
wonderful books, 
THE KINDER- 
GARTEN CHIL- 
DREN’S HOUR, 
has been published. 
In its field it stands 
alone and unique. 

The magic of tof 
fairy-land and the > 
magic of practical Bir | 
realities move avem | 
through these 1786 : 
illustrated pages of 
wholesome, fascin- 
ating diversion for 
children. A year- 
after-year gold- 
mine of entertain- 
ment that instructs 
and instruction 
that entertains. 

Contains hundreds 
of delightful 
answers to the 
question: ‘What 
shall we do?”’ 
Five big, engross- 
ing handbooks of fun, frolic, toy-making, 
stories, songs, games, occupations, everyday 
knowledge in story form, and instruction 
to parents on just the subjects that are 
nearest and dearest to every parent’s heart. 


The Wisdom of Froebel, 
Montessori, Stevenson. 


The child-training secrets of Dr. Montes- 
sori, the wisdom of Froebel, Thomas Car- 
lyle, Herbert Spencer and H. G. Wells, and 
some of the most charming and helpful 
thoughts on childhood by Hans Christian 
Andersen, Kipling, Dickens, R. L. Steven- 
son, and many other great thinkers, heighten 
the great value of these marvelous books. 


Shall a Child of Eight be Taken 
to the Movies? 


Hundreds of the most perplexing prob- 
lems known to conscientious parents are 
clearly answered and fully explained by 
experts. 

When shall a child eat candy? 

What should be the happiest time of the 
day? 

Why is a rag doll better than the finest 
creation of a doll factory? 

How do children learn? - 

Should Mother Goose be abolished? 
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How can a child be broken of the habit 
of asking foolish questions? 


How can a child be taught obedience? 


Recommended by 
Famous Experts 

America’s leading child training experts 
are unanimous in their praise of this 
remarkable set of books. 

“Am recommending it to all young 
mothers of my acquaintance,” says Cathe- 
rine R. Watkins, Director of Kindergarten, 
Washington, D. C. 

“‘A wonderful thing for the happiness and 
all-around development of little children 
and for the future welfare of our country,” 
says Catherine D. Aborn, Director of 
Kindergartens, Boston, Mass. 

“The very best of their kind,” is the 
sweeping verdict of Luella A. Palmer, 
Director of Kindergartens, New York City. 

“Unquestionably worth while to put such 
books in the hands 
of mothers,” de- 
clares Mrs. Mary 
Boomer Page, 
Director of the 
Chicago Teachers’ 
College. 


Send No 


Money Now 
So great is our 
faith in these books 
that we want you 
to examine them 
absolutely without 
charge. Make no 
deposit. Pay noth- 
ing in advance. 
Just fill in and mail 
the coupon, and we 
will send you these 
five big volumes, 
printed in clear 
type on excellent paper, handsomely bound 
in red and gold, and wonderfully illustrated. 
Look them over for a week. If you are 
not absolutely satisfied that they are just 
what you need, return them to us. 

If you find they will help you make your 
children happier, as they have helped so 
many other mothers, send us $2.50 and $2.00 
a month for the next five months, or else 
$11.88 in full payment. 


Mail the Coupon Today 
Send for these books now, before you 
turn the page, and heighten the happiness 
of your children for years to come. 
HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY 
4 Park Street BOSTON, MASS. 
pe ~COouUren=— oe 


HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY 
Private Library Dept. 
4 Park St., Boston, Mass. 


492, SPO AZ™ 
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Please send me the five volumes of | 
KINDERGARTEN CHILDREN’S HOUR. 

pay $2.50 within seven days | 

and $2.00 a m month 


| 
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| thereafter or ive months: or $11.88 within seven 
days after receipt of the books if I pay in full. 
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carefully while he sings.” 

Sweetly the strains sounded 
through the early evening air. 
First “Santa Lucia,” the sweet 
Neapolitan song in honor of 
St. Lucy, the patron saint of 
Naples; then the song of golden 
sunlight—“‘O Sole Mio,” the 
love song of the peasants, 
Then as the voice passed far 
away into the distance Uncle 
Jerome said, “Children, do 
you realize what a wonderful 
aid music can be in your study 
of geography? How easily you 
can learn all about the national 
characteristics of a people by 
singing their music? Ask your 
teachers to tell you all about 
folk music and national music; 
then you will really learn what 
different countries have done, 
what their peoples are like, and 
all that each nation has stood 
for in the development of world 
history.” 

With that he arose and said, 
“Time to be going home for 
supper, my dears!”” And Lor- 
raine, the little mother of our 
group, gathered her charges 
together for the homeward 
journey. 

We all slept well that night 
and dreamed beautiful dreams 
of the fairy sprites in music 
that had carried us on the 
wings of dreams to the Palace 
of Imagination. 
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RICHES 


CLINTON SCOLLARD 


ITH sunshine a-shimmer 
On vine and on tree, 
Come berries and cherries 
For robin and me! 
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BUNNY BURROW 


By MAUD DAY BALTZELL 


ROOK your elbows and place 

them close to your ribs; then 
raise your hands chest-high, let 
your fingers hang limp and have the 
tips of your thumbs touching. 
Bend the knees, until you are in a 
squatting position, and try hopping 
like a rabbit does when his fore 
paws are in the position of your 
hands. It is not as easy as it 
looks, is it? If you count 1—2—3, 
giving a hop on each count, you 
will soon find bunny hopping lots 
of fun. 


Before the game begins, be sure 
that every child understands that 
the center ot the room is the cabbage 
patch and that there must be as 
many burrows as there are bunnies. 
Corners, under tables, and any such 
places make satisfactory burrows. 
Everyone who wants to play must 
hop-race to see who is the best 
hopper, the winner to be the Hunt- 
ing Hound. 


When the game begins the players 
who are bunnies are in the cabbage 
patch, and Hunting Hound is in the 
yard of his master, which may be 
another room. He scents the rab- 
bits and knows they should not 
be eating his master’s cabbages. 
So he bays fiercely and counis ten 
before he rushes in on all fours to 
catch the bunnies who started 
hopping for their burrows when 
they heard him bay. If Hunting 
Hound tags any of the bunnies be- 
fore they reach a burrow, those 
tagged become cabbages and must 
keep perfectly still in the middle 
of the room until a new Hunting 
Hound bays. 


The bunnies come out to eat 
cabbages as soon as Hunting Hound 
goes back to his master’s yard—the 
last bunny to be tagged is the 
Hunting Hound for the next game. 
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After 11 Months of Wear 


HEBE JANE wore these sturdy ‘“Acrobat”’’ shoes for 
six months, giving them all the rough treatment an 
active youngster can bestow on a pair of shoes. When she 
outgrew them, they were still in fine condition, and were put 


away. 


ripped stitches anywhere. 


Acrobat “Double Welt” Shoes are Better 


UNDREDS of mothers are find- 

ing every day that Acrobat 
Shoes stand hard wear better than 
ordinary shoes for children. The fa- 
mous, patented Acrobat ‘Double 
Welt” construction locks the uppers 
to the soles with triple stitching, pre- 
vents ripping and renders Acrobats 
practically water-tight. This ‘‘ Double 
Welt” process is the secret of the 
unusual durability of Acrobat Shoes. 


Acrobats Are Economical because chil- 
dren usually outgrow them before they out- 
wear them. Hundreds of other youngsters 
besides the two pictured above cannot wear 
through Acrobats. These all leather shoes 
retain their shape indefinitely, even when 
resoled. If you have had experience with 
children’s shoes that “go to pieces” ina 
few weeks, Acrobats will be a revelation 
of what shoes properly made of the best 
materials can stand. 


Write for Illustrated Folder 


If you want to solve the children’s shoe 
problem once and for all, send for folder, 
“Keep Your Child’s Feet Happy.” 

It gives valuable hints on how to 
buy children’s shoes, what to 

look forin fitting them, selection 
of leathers, etc. This folder 
and name of nearest Acrobat 
dealer on request. 








517 3rd Street 


ILLY BOY is Phebe Jane’s younger brother, and he fell 
heir to these ‘‘Acrobat"’ shoes five months ago. _Be- 

ing a boy, he gave them even harder wear than his sister did, 
for boys have a way of scuffling and climbing around that is 
disastrous to shoe leather. The picture above proves that 
after eleven months’ use the wear in these shoes is hardly 
touched and the shape retained. Linings are intact, insoles 
smoothly in place, toes not even scuffed, and not a sign of 





Shaft-Pierce Shoe Company 


Specialists in Children’s Good shoes since 1892 
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The Normal 
Foot of a Child Shoe Fits it 
Made on 








‘‘Nature Lasts’’ 


Acrobat Shoes are made 
scientifically to conform to 
the child’s feet—they allow 
the feet to grow as Nature 
intended, straight and 
strong. The tough, flexible 
leather uppers and soles 
give just the right support 
to growing feet and ankles. 
The insoles cannot wrinkle 
and Acrobats have no tacks 
or nails to hurt the feet or 
wear out stockings. Boys 
and girls who wear Acro- 
bats through childhood will 
never have foot troubles in 
later years. Don’t let your 
children run the risk of ill- 
formed feet through life. 
Buy them Acrobats now 
and you will never buy. 
them any other shoes. 




























































































Faribault, Minn. 
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Show some speed! 


= 


Ball Bearings 


Cannot get out of order. 


Adjustable 


From six to eight inches. 
Fits any child’s foot. 


Guaranteed 


Will last four times e 


longer than other makes. mo</ 7 


HIS is the time for roller skating. 

The greatest fun ever! Makes you 

strong. Builds muscle in your legs, 
and makes your cheeks rosy. Show your 
boy and girl friends some real speed with 
these fine skates. The finest you ever saw. 
Just think—they have ball bearings, 
rubber tires, are beautifully nickel plated 
and have toe clamps and heel straps. 


Here is the way you 


can get YOUR skates 


Both boys and girls can win these 
skates. All you have to do is show this 
copy of Cuitp Lire to the mothers of 
vour playmates. Tell them how much 
you enjoy Dizzy Lizzie and Pudgy and 
the cut-outs and Who’s Who in the Zoo, 
and everything. Then ask them for a 
year’s subscription. They will be glad to 
help you win the skates—and besides 
they will want their children to have the 
fun you get from Cuttp Lire every month. 
Send us four new yearly subscriptions, 
and the $12.00 you have collected and 
your address and we will send you your 
skates without cost the day we get your letter. You can get these subscrip- 
tions if you really try. Tell your mother or father how much you want these 
- fine, sturdy skates and they will be glad to help you get the subscriptions in 
a couple of days so you can get your skates right away. 


ATTACH YOUR ORDER TO THIS COUPON 


ae ee ee ee ee eee 
CHILD LIFE 


536 South Clark St. 
Chicago, Illinois 


Send me without cost a pair of ball-bearing roller skates. I am sending $12.00 
for four subscriptions to be sent to the people whose addresses are on the attached sheet. 
a oo abies sod isin actos ersten os aah REG ae aa 
Pa ics oo atc cs Rae 
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THE MAGIC SHOP 


By JAMES DAWN 


VERLOOKING all the Magic 

Shop grounds is a beautiful 
castle of which the Brownies are 
very proud. One day Brownie 
Gardener was fastening flower boxes 
beneath the castle windows when 
Brownie Manager and Brownie 
Designer drew near, seeming very 
curious. 

“Flower time is coming,” sang 
the Gardener, limping forward to 
show one of the flower boxes. 

Brownie Gardener was a happy 
crooked little man who had a 
wonderful face with merry eyes 
and snow white hair. The Brown- 
ies always said when the Gardener 
passed a flower bed the pansies 
smiled. 

The Manager examined the box 
and spoke quietly to the Designer 
who withdrew into the castle and 
prepared this story. From an old 
wooden box make a flower box 
something like the drawing shows. 
Cut holes in the bottom to let 
water drip out when the flowers 
are watered. Split tree branches 
and fasten them about the box 
with shingle nails. Mixing a little 
earth and water, paint over the 
whole box, and when you fasten 
it up outside your Mother’s window 
with picture frame wire you may 
well be proud of your work when 
your Mother pours into it some 
rich earth and plants pansies and 
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Hose Supporters 


i He daphne i nk Te ce al ni eB tie ica in nh 


for all the family 


and especially for that all-important branch 
of it—the young folks. 


Generations of mothers and children have 
worn Velvet Grip because of the fine quality of 

_ web and workmanship and because they know that 
clean, healthful conditions exist in the New England 
factory where Velvet Grips are made. 


Now Baby Midget is able to enjoy the same stock- 
ing comfort of the other members of the family— 
his garters ‘‘hold just like Daddy’s.”’ 


Kets The Oblong All Rubber Button is an 


Sew-Onsor Pin-Ons exclusive feature of Velvet Grip—eliminates runs. 
cae — keeps stockings taut without twisting or tearing. 


hp li ta lt nn i ait tii thn ena Na ie orb 


If your dealer cannot 
supply you with the 
Baby Midgets, write 
us. Silk 18c,Lisle12c, 
Postpaid. 


George Frost Co. 
Makers Boston 


Hose Supporters 
for women, 
misses, children 
and infants. 
Boston Garters 
for men. 
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ech-Nut Travel Tale No2 


Travel far until you see 

The sunny shores of Italy— 
Venice, City of Delight 

On the Grand Canal at night; 
Show each native girl and boy 
Beech-Nut is the Food of Joy. 


OME time when your Mother asks you what 
you want for lunch or tea, you just tell her 
“Toast with honey and Beech-Nut Peanut But- 
ter.” We have never known a child that didn’t 
think this was just about the most delicious thing 
to eat in the whole world. 


But be sure you say “Beech-Nut”. That is the 
pure peanut butter, the digestible peanut butter, 
the golden-brown, beautiful peanut butter! It 
comes in big glass jars, sealed tight so no dirt can 
getin. And every jar has a great big red oval on the 
outside with the name “Beech-Nut”. Your 
grocery-man is an old friend of Beech-Nut—ask 
him how good it is. 


Watch Mother use her scissors to cut off this 
corner and send it to Beech-Nut Town. 


BEECH-NUT PACKING COMPANY 
Canajoharie, N. Y. 


Beech-Nut 
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WHO’S WHO 
IN THE ZOO 


Number XI 
By RUTH BRADFORD 


OWDY DO! Yes, I’m in the 

swim and so are all my family. 
I know we're only three or four 
inches long and are pretty thin 
and squeezed-in looking, but dur- 
ing the three years we live we are 
just as brave and daring as we 
can be and with these nice 
spines on our backs, we can fight 
like anything—when we feel like 
it. Our scientific family name is 
GASTEROSTEIDAE. But you 
guess our everyday one. We get 
this name from the sticky spines on 
our backs. There’s a hint for you! 

We men folks in our family do 
all the really hard work. After I 
select a nice cozy spot in the water 
for my home I begin to build. I 
make a nest out of water weeds, 
anchored down with little stones, 
and glued together with a sticky 
fluid that I make myself. The 
nest is shaped like a hollow ball 
with a nice round front door and a 
smaller back one. 

Remember to color my picture. 
My colors are pretty dull some- 
times but when I finish my nest I 
go out to call on my sweetheart— 
and then my colors are very gay. 
I bring my wife back to my cozy 
home sweet home, but she doesn’t 
care much for it. After she lays 
her eggs, she swishes off and leaves 


| me to take care of things. 


of 
J VY 
4 
4 Dept.‘ G’ 
4 BEECH-NUT 


A PACKING CO,, 
P ds Canajoharie, N. Y, 


Please send, without ex- 


/, Allen’s Beech-Nut Book of menus, 
recipes and service information. 


Peanut Butter “:. ==: 


And am I a domestic husband 
and a fatherly father? I am! I 
stay right there at home — 
my fins rapidly back and fo 
so that the water surrounding the 
eggs is continually changing. And 
when neighboring fishes want to 
eat our eggs, I fight them off. I 
generally change color again when 
I’m fighting—I get so exasperated. 

I have to keep ‘fighting for m 
babies, even after they are hatched. 
You see, other fishes would like 
them for their dinner. Now I’m 
fond of baby fishes myself, and I 
have been known to eat seventy- 
five of them in five hours. But I 
don’t eat my own family, thank 
you. And I won’t let my enemies 
eat them if I can help it. My 
babies want to wander away, but 
I drive them back home and look 
after them until they can take care 
of themselves pretty well. 3 

Dear me! It’s a_ busy life! 
Especially if you belong to 4 
family in which nobody works 
but father! 
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NUMBER ELEVEN 


Dear Children: Read about me on the preceding 
Page, guess my name and color me in my really 
truly colors. Then send before April 15 to Ruth 
Bradford, CHILD LIFE, Rand M¢Nally & Company, 
536 S. Clark Street, Chicago, Ill. Be sure to send 
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Indoor Pastimes 
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your name and age and address with your page. 

The best page and answer by a girl wins a prize, 
and so does the best page and answer by a boy. 
The boys and girls who do the next-best pages and 
answers are listed on our Honor Roll. 





Tom Tinker says- 


Y twin sister, Belle 
Tinker, and I want you 
to meet our new brothers— 
Row-ly Boat Tinker, Drag-on 
Tinker and Pony Tinker. 
If you will send us your name 
and address we will send you 
our new colored catalog and 
jingle folder, telling you all 
about the entire Toy Tinker 
family.” 


Address 
THE TOY TINKERS 
EVANSTON, ILL. 


Row-ly Boat 
Tinker 
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WHO'S WHO IN THE ZOO 
FEBRUARY COLOR CONTEST 


SOLUTION 


Badger; Color, usually grizzled brown and gray, face striped 
and paws blackish. 


WINNERS 
MARY ELEANOR KELLY, Gem, Idaho 
ROBERT CROWDER, E! Paso, Texas. 


HONOR ROLL 
Akers, Betty J. Arnold, Altos 
rhetein 4 Anne Ashworth, Doris Doris At ak 


Clara J. Beach, Nathalie Beals, Joon ts 
Elva Besemer, John E. Bice, Thelma + anaes, Martha Boon vi Willian b 
Boltz, M Mary Boon, Clyde G.'Bo Botkin, M: A. Boutelle, Lara 
Porian Kathryn Boyle, Helen Virginie B 

red Brozzo, Doris Bryant, 
Eunice Bell, Ben Bealock, Ka‘ ‘eatherine Be: Beec! 
Birckong, / Alexandra Birkbeck,  Beraloe 


aeewe, + Beaty Bevier, 
Mary A. Boden, Robert Battl eman, Ho 
Blumenthal, oe Bellows, — ; 2 
Barker, Jane Bacon, Carolyn a alley. raee 
Behan, Buddine Hi. Marion Buell Mildred Buti 


Davies, Berryman 

Devers, ——— Dew 5 John M. De 79 
paaey, = beth Donald, M: 

a Dient. ~ L. Davies, 


Easto' 

Edgington, Bernice Edi “Elizabeth Elwell, Howard B. Emerson, Thi 
Endsiey. Charlotte Ernst, Catherine Esler, Muriel Faulkner, Marts A. Faust, Cary! 
Jeanne Federman, Annalouise Feickert, —_ 
Elizabeth Field, Austin W. Fisher Jr., Florence Fingal G Caswell U 
Foster, Grace Friberg, Genevieve Frostholm, James Freeman, 
Foster, James K. Flanagan, Doris Frederick, Carol i+ 
Edith Frielander, Stanley Fonville, Edward Freyer, Helen Farre! 

Eloise B. Fulton, Kathryn Ferman, Billy Gallaghe! Rig tb, Gali 
Gathright, Helen Gearen, Evelyn Gelder. Elaine Geldel, A 
Gilbert, Catherine Gibson, Jane Gilchrist, Sarah Gille 

laser, Charlotte Goodding, Billy Gowen, Inez G 
ene. Janet Gregory, Dorothea Groelle, Edith E. 
Sara E. Gwin, Katherine Goodsell, Edith Gevert, Louis George, 
Doris Gieseche. Charlotte Green, Janice Greene, Isabel Graf. Muriel 
Geraghty, Elaine ge Alice Gunnison, Stephen Gray, George Getaoff, Constance 
oust. Ludell Green, Mary Gill, Doris Hamburg. Hi Hamburg Harry Harris Jr., 

ne Harris, ree ‘Hart, Jack Hartley, Eleanor Mi 

econ Hortence ard, Helen Hensel, Hele! 
Lee Hili, Elizabeth i ith Hi 
Wilma Lee Hur, Beth Hodgso: 
John Hooper III, Charlotte Howard, Louise H Margaret 
Huflsmith, Edna’ Hughes, Hallie Bon tice Hurley, James Hyde, Hope 

ohn Haupert, William url, Don Hansen, Haries, 

Hannan, Althes H H 


- Helgese clea Heady, Margaret Hohenstad, 

Virginia E. Holden, Barbara Hayden, Enid He ‘B. Har 

Eileene Harwan, Goorss on ber, 
Hearick, Leila Hepler, Barbara Hi Be 
Rolfe Imbert, Martha Izard, Lon Ww Molly, 
Johnston, Alice Jensen, Rolland J Mary Johnso: 
Jane Jaccard, Jean Jatheimer, Dorothy J 
Jonnson, Keneth ae Donald Jo’ 
Jordon, Zena Karros, Ruth Kaufman, Sleaneeh teks 
Keller,” Bettie Kellie, Anne Kelly, ; a Ser 
Betty’ Kunz, Ruth ‘Kidder, Amy C ick, Vivian 
Elizabeth K 


Macq . Phyllis Miner, ia M 
Marion Me ‘MeDonald. Sos McCla 
mary Mullican, Lucile McDonald, Eileen 
Milton Mulvena, Billy Mautz, "Gertrude 
M Austin 'Marey, Dorothy Nagel, Ge 
Natusch, Jessie A. Nooney, Florence Nad 
David Newton, N Nogle, Ruth Oatman, 
Osborn, Donald Owen, Mary Orlopp, Janet O) 
Sarah Paine, Ricnard 


Winston 4 punese Ruth coun 
Barbara Porter, ick Powell, Richard Pow Alice 
Pinney, Anna Pritchett, Gwyeth Price, Corinne Potter, Doris 


Elizabeth Powell ¢ Pearman, ‘Lewis Pierre, Saran 
Stuart Pitt, Louise Pe » 
Vonnie Selswater Cnaries 
ick, Jeannette Ravekes, Carl Reari: 
Helen Rees, Edward K. Robinson, Sea 
— Rundell, Ella Runkle Natalie 


iter leanette Stearns, 

Swart, Nao ’ Smith, Edith Sullivan, Da 

Smith, Bay Schmitt. Tom Snedden, Betty 
(Continucd on page 254) 
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The King and the Barber 


7 was once a king who was very particular 

about his hair and the way it was cut. He watched 
the barber in the mirror in front of him and told him 
just how short to cut each hair. 


But one day as he sat in the barber’s chair the king fell 
asleep. The barber stood in such awe of the king that he 
dared not speak but went on cutting until all the hair on 
one side was cut clean off. When the king awoke he was 
so angry that he had the barber thrown into prison for 
the rest of his life. 


You will see in the picture above just how the king 
looked with long brown hair on one side of his head and 
none on the other. The coverlet which is fastened about 
his neck is royal purple. The barber is dressed ina blue 
jacket with trousers striped in red and white just like a 
barber’s pole. 


A booklet that every mother 
will want for her children 


We have just published a twenty-four page booklet, “Silent Reading Crayon 
Games.” It explains the importance of silent reading as it is used in the most up-to- 
date schools and gives twenty-two pages of stories and puzzles with pictures tocolor. 
Above you will find a reproduction in reduced size of one of these pages. 

The value of this book from both an educational and amusement standpoint cannot 
be overestimated. To partially cover the publishing and mailing costs, we are 
forced to charge twenty-five cents a copy. It is worth far more hes that to you 
and to the children. Send for it today. 


SILENT READING DEPARTMENT 


BINNEY & SMITH CO. 


41 East 42nd St. New York 


SwwowwcovCrvr™”w ** 
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How Jane Won Her Camp Ring 


ie SUMMER Jane, who was ten 
years old, and her brother Tommie, 
who was only eight, went to Orchard 
Hill Camp to spend the vacation days. 
One of the first things that Jane learned 


after reaching camp was that the children 
who arrived first already were planning for 
When Jane saw one of 


their camp rings. 
the rings she, too, wanted one, but she 
found they were given to the children only 
after they had won certain honors, and 
there was no other way one could be 
obtained. She 
asked her coun- 
selor how she 
could win some 
honors and be- 
gan working 
for them the 
very first day. 

The first 
honor she won 
was by being 
in bed and 
quiet every 
night by eight 
o'clock for two 
weeks. This was not difficult for Jane 
played so hard during the day that she was 
ready to go to bed soon after supper, or at 
least right after the bed-time stories. The 
next honor Jane won was by drinking at 


This unique camp for children 
is under the direction of Dr. Edith 
B. Lowry, assisted by a staff of 
counselors who are themselves 
trained in child care. The camp 
is open to a selected group of girls 
from three to fourteen and boys 
from three toten. Every applicant 
is carefully investigated and the 
camp reserves the right to reject the 
application of any child that might 
not be in harmony with the spirit 
of the camp. 


Winning honors by learning to row 


Seal on Orchard Hill Camp Ring 


least three glasses of milk every day for 
two weeks. Some of the children who had 
not cared for milk at home said Buttercup’s 
milk was so different, it tasted just like 
cream. 

Jane won another honor by brushing her 
teeth every morning and evening, but as 
she did this at home anyway, this honor 
came easily. Jane knew that she could 
win one honor by learning toswim. Where 
Jane lived there was no lake or river safe 
enough for young children to bathe in, so 
she was just a 
little afraid of 
the water. But 
little by little 
she overcame 
this fear, for 
her counselor 
went in the 
water with her 
every day until 
finally she won 
her honor for 
learning to 
swim. 

Other honors 
were won while playing and it was not long 
before Jane had her ring. If you would like 
to know more about this camp where Jane 
and Tommie spent such happy days, ask 
your mother to write for the camp booklet. 


Orchard Hill Camp was estab- 
lished to meet the demands of 
thinking parents, the class that sends 
the child to a carefully selected 
school in winter and that wishes 
their children to have the advan- 
tage of the best during the summer. 


Enrollment is strictly limited so 
it is necessary to plan for, the sum- 
mer early. A booklet of informa- 
tion: will be mailed to any parent 
upon request. Please mention the 

\\ age and sex of the child for whom 


the inquiry is made. ‘ 


Address: 


ORCHARD HILL CAMP FOR CHILDREN 


St. Charles, Illinois 












Clean-Up Month 


“Our Good Citizens’ 
League is going to have the 
best time this month,” 
Jack wrote his father who 
was away on a business trip, 
“but we are going to work 
hard 


“This is clean-up month, 
and after all the winter cold 
and snow things do look 
rather dirty. Of course, 
our league can’t do all the 
cleaning, but it’s just the 
kind of job that we can start. 
We are asking everyone to 
help, and after we have our parade next 
Saturday everyone will want to. 

“I wish you could see our parade, Dad, 
because it’s going to bea lot of fun. Weare 

ing up some dandy clean-up slogans to 
print on the banners we shall carry. Then 
all the clean-up people of the advertisements 
are going to march in the parade. 

“And what do you think I’m to do, Dad? 
Why, I’m going to drive the soap float. 
Mr. Dickson will loan us his team and big 
flat moving wagon, and my counselor is 
making me a yellow soap costume for me 
to wear. Mr. Dickson will lead the horses 
and my driving will only be pretend, of 
course, because my costume will be made 
of crepe paper and wired into shape. My 
head and hands will be sticking out, but I 
won't be able to move around any too 


freely. 

“Thside the float some of the other Good 
Citizens will be showing the people just all 
the things you can do with soap. We didn’t 
know there were so many things ourselves 
until we stopped to count them. Janice will 
be washing her doll clothes, and Jane some 
curtains and Billy a park bench and Spud 
will be mopping the floor of the wagon. Of 
course, all this will just be pretend, too, 

use, our counselor says, April is still 
too cold to really be a around in 
water like that. And, oh, Dad, Fred’s 
~y ad pretend to give his dog Rab a bath, 
and he has Rab all trained to bark just at 
the right times. Then Mr. Dickson has 
Promised to fasten a real window up at the 
side of the wagon and Rosemary is going 
to wash that. Gee whiz, Dad, I always 
thought soap was just what you washed 
ong neck and ears with, and never thought 

d get any fun or:t of it. 

_ “We have made some good posters to put 
i the store windows, too. counselor 
Says that just one look at those posters 
Ought to make anyone hurry home and get 


to take care of it. 
of or it will be spoiled. 


Good Citizens’ League ” 


MOTTO: Responsibility. 


CREED: I live in one of the best countries in the world and wish to do all I can to 
make it better. 


PLEDGE: Every day I will do at least one thing to show that I am a good citizen. 


Message to CHILD LIFE Good Citizens 
From JUDGE FLORENCE E. ALLEN 


Supreme Court of Ohio 


If I own a sled or a wagon or a doll ora play-house, I have 





A GOOD CITIZEN AT 
CLEAN-UP TIME 


A good citizen keeps himself and his 
surroundings clean 


I went to school each session with 
clean hands and face. 

I cleaned my room. 

I helped wash some of my own clothes. 

I washed the windows. 

I washed the wood work. 

I scrubbed the floor. 

I brushed the dust off the walls. 

I scrubbed the porches. 

I cleaned the sidewalk. 

I picked up all the rubbish in the 

ard. : 
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yard. 

I cleaned the basement. 

I cleaned the attic. 

I cleaned the shed. 

I cleaned our alley. 

I erased all marks from the fence or 
shed. 


I picked up some glass and wires. 

I picked up fruit peelings. 

I cleaned a vacant lot. 

I burned some rubbish in the stove 

or furnace. 

I sold some old papers. 

I cleaned my desk at school. 

I erased some marks from the school 
building. 

I cleaned my school books. 

I took part in a clean-up parade. 

I helped clean the school yard. 


An Honor Point is awarded for each day 
a good citizenship deed is recorded. The 
monthly Honor Roll lists the names of mem- 
bers who earn twenty-five or more points, and 
there is a prize for those who earn 250 points 
during twelve consecutive months. Besides 
the activities e above, record also 
those things you think of yourself that show 
you to be a good citizen. The best original 
activities are published and awarded extra 
points. Boys and girls who live in apartments 
may substitute other d for some of those 


.suggested above. April lists must reach us by 


May a ee oe re oe 
Honor Roll. 





Anything that I own I will have to take care 
In just the same way we have to take 
care of the government or it will be spoiled. The government 
belongs to us and it is our fault if we care so little about it that 
it does not run as it should. 


to work with a rake or 
broom. 


“After the parade we 
shall work as hard as ever 
we can. The first week is 
housecleaning week, the 
second yard-cleaning week, 
the third street-and-alley- 
cleaning week and the fourth 
is vacant-lot-cleaning week. 
There will be no rubbish 
left in our town when we get 
through. It will be Spot- 
less Town all right. I hope 
we get the branch league 
; prize. Our counselor says 
we will, too, if everyone does his part.” 


The Branch League Prize 


We have a fine large Good Citizens’ 
League banner for one of our branch leagues, 
and perhaps your club will be the one to 
win it. It will be awarded the branch league 
that does the best work at clean-up time. 


Write us a letter, telling how your league 
organized for clean-up month. Report the 
number of hours your members spent in 
clean-up work, the number of yards and alleys 
cleaned, the number of basements cleaned, 
the number of windows washed. Tell us if 
you coéperated with any other organiza- 
tions, what slogans you used, how many 
posters you made and how you distributed 
them and of any other clean-up work you 
did. Send us any snapshots you have of 
lots and other public places before and 
after clean-up month, and if your efforts 
receive notice in any of your local papers 
send us clippings with your reports. 

Your letter or report must be end 
- your counselor or other grown-up friend 
of your branch league. Choose one of your 
members to write the report, but have all 
your members help. The branch league 
with the best record, in the opinion of the 
judges, will be awarded a large Good Cit- 
izens’ League banner. Other good letters, 
and parts of letters, together with the names 
of the members of the club, will be published 
in Camp Lire Magazine. Address all 
letters to Clean-up Contest, Camtp Lirg 
Good Citizens’ League, 536 South Clark 
Street, Chicago, IIl., in time to reach us b 
May 8, and be sure to give'us a list of 
your members who have helped. The 
winners will be notified as soon after the 
close of the contest as possible, and public 
announcement will be made in the July 
issue of Cuitp Lire Magazine. 

(Continued on page 240 


This page is conducted by MISS LORI BROWN, Director of Civics, Perry School, Chicago. 
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This Doll May Be Yours 
Without Charge 


.... @ doll as big as baby sister! 


Every girl in 


town will want to see her go to sleep. They’ll 
long to hear her call you “Mama! Mama!” 
They'll love her all the way from the top of her 
organdie and lace bonnet to the tip of her silk 
stockings and patent leather slippers. 

This talking and sleeping doll is as big as baby 
sister—she stands higher than the seat of a big 


chair. 


Tell the mothers of your 
friends about CHILD LIFE 
and how much fun you have 
reading it. Take this copy 
and show them ‘‘In Music 
Land,’’ “Little Artists,’’ 
“Good Citizens’ League,” 
‘Joy Givers’ Club.” 


They’ll see what a wonder- 
ful magazine CHILD LIFE is 
for their children and will give 
you a subscription. Mother 
will gladly help you, too, by 
telling her friends about it. 


Simply send us four new 


subscriptions other than your 
own and the $12.00 you have 
collected and your own ad- 
dress, and we will send the 
doll by parcel post prepaid. 


Don’t wait until tomorrow! 
Go out today and send your 
order for the doll to-night. It 
took one girl twenty minutes 
to earn hers. 


All your playmates will want 
to play with your doll and see 
her go to sleep and hear her 
call you ‘‘Mama.’’ Send your 
letter to 


CHILD LIFE 


536 South Clark Street 


Chicago, Illinois 
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GOOD CITIZENS’ LEAGUE 


" (Continued from page 239) 


Best Original Activities for January 


Ten additional Honor Points were awarded for each of the 
following activities: 


I helped a crippled boy down some steps so he would not 
fall—Donna V. Scaceandeat Streator, Ill. 


I wrote to a child in the New York hospital.—Eleanor Morrow, 
Littleton, Colo. 


I helped a beginner home from school.—Bosley Wilhelm, 
Chicago, Ill. 


I took a little girl that the other children make fun of for a 
ride in my wagon.—Harold M. Finley, McConnelsville, Ohio. 
I tried d to be fair in our team work and when we won | 
did not taunt the other side.—Winnifred Holmes, Streator, II. 


League Membership 


Any boy or girl who is a reader of CaILD LIFE may become a 
member of the league and, upon request, will be sent a member- 
ship pin free of charge. Copies of the handbook will be mailed 
to any young person, teacher or other adult who is interested in 
starting a branch league. Address all inquiries to Frances 
Cavanah, manager, CuiLD LiFE Good Citizens’ League, 536 S 
Clark Street, Chicago, II. 


Honor Roll for January 
The following members earned twenty-five or more points duri ‘an- 
uary: Evelyn Archer, Dorothy Ackerill, William Alt, Edgar Alden: Booed 
Anderson, Jr., Dorothy L. Anderson, "Anna Armstrong, Guy 
Evelyn Anderson, Mary Eloise Anderson, Eunice Arnold, Alice. M. Arreteig, 
Verginia Ault, Lilian Baker, Kathyleen Baer, Harriett Bane, Elsie — 
Bernice Baughman, Viola Beames, George Bell, se Bengamin, Dose 
Bibler, Ed Bishop, Lorraine Bittner, Frances Black, Evers 
Blummenschein, Ben I. Boldt, Clarence Boehlke, Wiles othwell, 
Bowen, Viola Bradshaw, Robert Brennaur, Edwin Brewer, Myrl Brock, } 
Brewer, Helen Brister, Mary Eli Brown, Lillian Browning, Elizabeth Brownlee, 
Henry Brownlee, Harris Buck, Ruby Burie, Marie Bussell, Esther Butterfield, 
Marjorie Butterfield, Elizabeth Caldwell, Thelma Chamberlain, Alexander 
Christie, Angela Chunkl y Bernard Cleaves, Eileen Coder, La Verne Coder, 
Donnell Cofer, Ruth Cofer, Theodore Coleman, Lee Collier, Robert Collier, 
Mildred Comer, Harry Cook, Agnes Corbett, Merwyn . Frances Court- 
o-, Audrey Creed, Glenna Crockett, Jeannette Cunningham, Doris oo 
Elizabeth Darting, Edward Davis, Geneva Davis, Josephine Davis, Meey Se 
Davison, Betty awes, Norman Dean, Lena Dellenbach, Minnie De Muzzio, 
Mary Denillo, George Detwiler, William Detwiler, Eunice Matilda Dills, 
Dorothy Dishman, Bertha Dodson, Anna Gertrude Douglas, Frances Douglas, 
Evelyn Dudley, Jeannette Duncan, Helen Dusik, Evangeline Earley, Evelyn 
Earley, Carolyn Easley, Eugene Edgerton, Joe Ehnot, Woodrow Estes, Ludlow 
—— Agva a Emond, Irene Erickson, Virginia Evans, Elizabetb 
peep Falvey, Mary Falvey, Regina Falvey, Hubert Faulkner, 
Sects ‘aulkner, Eugenia Feater, Josephine Figard, John S. Findlay, Harold 
M. Finley, Charles Fite, Norma Fladt, Grant Flemming, Lenret ta Flemming, 
ewell Florence, Tresa Fiotta, Eugene H. Frambach F. Franzen. Marie 
rey, Francis Fudenski, Lida ‘Gabriel, oe Galambas, J —- Gallogher, Betty 
Gal oway, Helen Gardner, M E. Gaumer, Rose Adelle Gianetta, Albert 
Giesler, Twila Gilbert, James Ginther, Ellen Glick, Viola Golf, John Earl 
Goodwin, Anna Gordon, Luella H. Graham, Grace Green, Ione Green, Earsie 
Gregory, Elmer August Grieger, Leon M. Grubb, Oscar Grumet, Earl Gu 
Maude Guidry, Rena Guidry, Ettahe Jane Hagwood, Peter Wilson Hairston, ke 
Mary Elizabeth Harllee, oodrow artman, Elizabeth Head, William Hex 
man, James He a Seed. Frances Hershman, John on George 
Hildebrand, Jean Hoffman, Catherine Holdri Doris Holman, 
Margaret Holmes, Eetete olmes, Winnifred —— Garner Todd Hooper, 
ane Hoopes, Max Hoover, Frances Houseworth, Sidney Hull, Evelyn Hunt, 
illian Huichison, Agnes A. Jensen, Fred Johnston, Mildred J Jones, Myrtle 
Lang, Alice Longacre, Marie gacre, Dorothy ‘brake, Dorothy Lyttle, 
a Kalwitz, Hynek my osephine ee te Louise Kearns, Louisa K. 
eehn, Hosea Kelly, Les elly, Jessie Kerns, Albert Knabe, Vera Pearl 
Knopp, Mildred Morinek, al Kornstein, Rokama Kramer, Gertrude 
Lane, Mary Ellen LaRue, Thrilby Lemair, Philip Lewis, i Love, Ins 
MacAdams, Samuel MacMurdo, Hontis McElvey, iden, Howard 
McFadden, Everett McFarland, Howard Mc ntyre, rite McNicholas, 
Wesley Mack, David Laloney, Evelyn Mann, Floyd Markel. 
Dan Martin, Anna Louise Mehring, Leo Melody, 
Michalic, Lona Miller, Maxine Milliron. Mildred Mitzman, eo Mills, Muon 
Mitzner, Narceata Mol . Gwendolyn Monroe, Glenn Moore, Eleanor 
Morrow, Fred Moulds, Mary Mower, Jane Mowrer, Lucy Muller, eg Nichol. 
Delma Myers, Earl Nelson, George Nelson, Mabel Nelson, hei ag 4 
Frank O’Lenick, Mary Edith Page, Doris Wilda Parsons, Dorothy 
Helen Parker, Virginia L. Parnard, Anna Patterson, Ruth Pa ine, Herc 
Payne, Rheba Payne, Robert Pechin, Frances Louise Peterson. 
John Pierce, Gladys Pratt, Dorothy Priestly, Adeline Priquet, %, Dorothy ck 
sall, Rosemary Quinn, Philip Raschke, aeons Reed, t, 
Louise Richardson, Nancy M. Richardson, Phyllis Richardson, Weldon ie 
Gertrude . Herbert Risto, Sylvia Hisherts, Leona Rosenbaum, Milton 
Rosenbaum, Walter Rotte, Edith Roys, Florence Rudy, Amy Rule, Earl 
Sayre,.Evah Schrader, Pauline Settle, dine F. S . Mary Alice 
Walter Victor Shay, Richard Dunlap Shearer, Earl Greate 
Shepard, Beverly Shutes, George Simpson, Ada Sinnette, Hi len Small, W 
Smetan, Edmund Smith, George Smoltz, Alice Snyder, Florence Soles, Vanette 
Spaulding, Alvin Speese, Harry Squires, Jean Staten, Lilis Stanton, a 
Steele, Garnet Steely, Russell vanagg Bt aoe Stephens Anna Marie S' 
Edward Stinar, Harriet I. Struve, Simms, Franklin Sutch, 
Tarbutton, Charles Swier, Lillian Teets, Reus Telfair, Marion Tore) 
Lillian Thiesen, Carl William Tiller, Harold Tinkham, Howard Todd, 
Tombaugh, Ruth Tombaugh, Fanette Tonino, Horace Towle, Anna Trimble. 
Elizabeth Trimble, Louise rimble, Mary Mahala Trimble, Richard Trim! 
— Tutor, Flossie Van Biskirk, Katherine Vavra, Lillian Nia a 
her, Marjorie Voyles, Eugene M. bl = 
a Lane Wamsley, Billy Warner, Lola 
Wehmer, John Whalen ‘Edna White, D 
, Thelma Wiles, Bosley Withein, Bryan 


ia mae Wa oo Wright, 
om re ames Cerbone, Rose Ciccone, 

‘alco, Alice arian Isley, William B Seen ine, Mary Con 
eee Grace McKenzie, Joe ng ns, Hg Beatrice Niedsinak 
Edward Peters, Edith ft Re aks Janet Rein, ns Janet Reinheimer Tessie sete 
Tony Rosati, Doroth ‘Tensen. Marie 
Tensen, Nick ‘epee. Ada — 
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“Look, the Gift-fairy gave us these to give to the Baby to 
make her well” cried Pit. 


“And happy,” added Pat. 

And Mother untied both packages and found—what do you 
think? In Pit’s was a lovely soft “MA” Band with tapes stitched 
over the shoulders to woven tabs at front and back, so that 
Baby’s diaper could be held snugly in place without pressure 
on her body. In Pat’s was the softest, finest “MA” Shirt to 
keep her all comfy and warm. 

“And look at the cunning little red “AA” on them” cried Pat. 
“I know” said Pit “that’s the fairy’s mark—it means, Magic.” 


“Of course” smiled Mother happily, “AA” Garments are 
Magic Garments.” 


(Second, fold under along this line) 
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AND PAT had talked it all over. Pit was seven 
and Pat was five—these weren’t their real names, of 
course, but such devoted chums were they, with their 

little feet going pitter-patter over the nursery floor and up and 
down the stairs, in and out, all day long, that Grandma 
named them Pit and Pat—so Pit and Pat they were! 


What they talked over was this: they had a new baby sister 
and had decided to like her and teach her to skate and play 
ball when she grew up to be as big as they were and since 
everyone in the family was making such a fuss about her and 
giving her presents, they wanted to give her something too. 


“Wish I could think of something” said Pit as they started 
down the long garden path towards their play-tent. 


“Perhaps I can think of something for you” 
said a low voice and right beside 
them stood the kindest and wisest 

looking fairy clad in soft grey 
with a long pink silk bag on 
her arm. They knew she was a 
fairy—well, just because they 
knew she was, so of course 
they weren’t in the least 


(Fourth, cut with scissors along this line) 
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Mothers— 


Our Babies line is most complete. 

Softest yarns and made so neat, 

Little shirts that stand the wear, 

Little bands that will not tear. 
‘SAA”’ Infants Shirts in cool fold-over and buttoned 
styles for summer, made of soft elastic yarns with 
smooth seams that do not irritate the tender skin. 
Comfortable and roomy—no pulling or binding 
under the arms or around the body. 
““MA”’ Diaper-Supporting Bands hold the diaper 
comfortably in place. 
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| 
cPA> GARMENTS 


The Perfect Underwear for Children 


wa by an organization of specialists that has 
studied the underwear needs of infants and 
children for many years. 


“M” Garments are made of fine quality fabrics, 
sized to fit comfortably and carefully finished. 
Smooth seams—nothing to chafe or irritate tender 
skin. 


The button holes are well made—the buttons are 
sewed on to stay. 


Children Outgrow them, 
but do not outwear them. 


When you shop for your children’s underwear, 
look for garments marked with the red “M.” Feel 
the soft, fine quality fabrics—notice how well they 
are tailored and finished. Buy them—you will appre- 
ciate the way they fit and wear. 


Minneapolis Knitting Works 


Minneapolis, Minn. 
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WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY BESS DEVINE JEWELL 


Pudgy was thinking what a waste of time to 
have rain on Saturday, their day for playing 
out-of-doors, when suddenly a path of light 
appeared in the sky— 


JUST LIKE THIS 


Stubby’s Back Yard.” So he ran to tell Stub 
the good news— 


ere LIKE Ebina 


A rainbow! wait - it ended behied: Stubby’s 
house. “Oh Boy, the pot of gold must be in 


When he got there he saw the rainbow was a 
little farther away. With the gold, they planned 
to buy all the ice cream in the world. . So they 
hurried on— 


JUST LIKE THIS 


$a ae - 


a. 


Soon the rainbow disappeared but they saw a 
hill covered with gold. It must have fallen out 
of the bag. Upon reaching it they found the 
ground covered with buttercups— 


, JUST LIKE THIS 
peepee 


B ae “SY 


They ssid a up the ° “sold” and on the way 
back they saw an old lady. Pudgy said, “She 
may be wishing for the gold too.” So they gave 
her their bouquet of gold— 


ae LIKE THIS 


She was so pleased that sb ‘brought them in 
and gave them ice cream. They didn't get all 
there was in the world but seemed satisfied with 


a dish full— 
JUST LIKE THIS 
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The Big 12 


SERIES OF 


Children’s Books 


ALL PROFUSELY 
ILLUSTRATED IN COLOR 
BY ARTISTS OF NATIONAL REPUTATION 





“WINDERMERE” 


Thirteen volumes of the World’s best stories for the young. 
300 to 600 pages bound in cloth $1.75 per volume. 


“JUNIOR LIBRARY” 


Six books that every boy and girl should own. Legend, 
menses, Adventure. 260 to 450 pages bound in cloth $1.25 
per ‘ 


“HEART’S DELIGHT” 


Ten books for children 4 to 8 years of age. Established 
classics in prose and rhyme about 120 pages—some $1.50, 
others $2.00 each. 


“TELL ME AGAIN” 


For children 4 to 10 years of age. Seventeen books of 
stories that children love to hear again and again, 75 cents 
to $1.50 per volume. 


“GOOD BOOKS FOR BOYS 
AND GIRLS” 


8 to 12 years of age. 23 volumes, various sizes and prices, 
all of the best in young people’s literature. 75 cents to $1.50 
per volume. 


“HERO STORIES FROM THE OLD 
TESTAMENT”’ 


Retold for boys and girls 8 to 16 years of age. 320 pages 
bound in cloth $1.50. 


“BEAR STORIES” 


6 volumes of inimitable stories for children 8 to 12 years of 
age. 80 pages, price 75 cents each. 


“ELIZABETH GORDON BOOKS’”’ 


7 books chiefly about fairies and outdoor life; for children 
6 to 10, Uniform size, 80 pages, price 75 cents each. 


“HAPPY HEART STORIES” 


17 delightful little books of wholesome stories for children 
4 to 8 years. 75 cents each. 


“LITTLE ADVENTURE STORIES” 


15 books of about 124 pages, price 60 cents each. For chil- 
dren 6 to 10 years. Amuse and teach nature and habits of 
the little creatures of the woods, fields and streams. 


“LITTLE TOT BOOKS” 


= volumes grouped in 4 series for little children, 35 cents 


“BABY RECORD BOOKS’’ 


Contain semi-blank pages to be filled in with day to day 
records of baby's first year. 75 cents. 


For sale at all shops and stores 
where books are sold. 


Ranp MSNALLY & GOMPANY 


Publishers 


536 So. Clark St. Chicago 


FINGER FUN FOR 
EASTER 


By PATTEN BEARD 


Wo doesn’t like to make things, I’d like to know. Dot 
and Billy were the very children who did—and I dare say 
you are too! When Aunt Nannie came to visit just before 
Easter and she and Mother were in the kitchen making a cake, 
and when Dot and Billy were hanging about sniffing at all the 
good things that were coming from the _—— to go into that 
cake, Aunt Nannie brought out a bag o! 
“That doesn’t interest me,” laughed Bill y who was nibbli 
some raisins he had managed to wheedle from her. “Just ! 

Just eggs,” returned Aunt Nannie, with a smile. “ 
they ought to interest you—Easter is almost here! Don’t you 
and Dot know how to make eggshell toys for Easter?” 

Dot came nearer. “Why, no,” she said. “Do you? If you 
do, Aunt Nannie, you can show us how—” 

Billy grinned. “What kind? How from eggshells?” 

“We'll see,” returned Aunt Nannie. ‘‘Do you remember the 
toys you and I used to make, Mother?” she asked. “Do 
mind if I blow these and keep them to show the chi 
how to make the kind of Easter toys you and I used to make?” 

Mother smiled. “The very thing,” she agreed. “I had 
almost forgotten about them!” 

So Aunt Nannie told Billy and Dot to watch while she blew 
the eggs. ‘‘Didn’t you ever do this at all?” she asked. Dot 
and Billy wagged their heads ‘No’ very hard. ‘‘You watch,” 
she commanded. 

Aunt Nannie took a fork and with a prong made a very small 
hole at each end of the egg she was holding. Then, applying 
the egg shell to her mouth, she blew very hard. And out of the 
lower little hole came the egg, into the bowl below—just as 
nice as you please! She rinsed the shell under the faucet of 
the sink. ‘‘There,” said she, “and here go two more!” So 
they had three empty sheils wee very little holes at top 
and bottom. “Now, children, while I’m finishing the cake, go 
upstairs and put a newspaper on the nursery worktable, and 
paste, and tissue paper, and your paint box, and scissors. | 
if you can find some of those very little lace-paper doilies—just 
the wee ones about four inches in diameter. Mother keeps them 


for ies.’ 

went Dot and Billy skurrying to make things ready for 
the new playcraft Aunt’Nannie was > show them—some 
—— Easter Eggs, she had said, ‘Much nicer than any you 
can buy! 

When all was ready upstairs and they had heard the oven 
door close upon the cake, up came Aunt Nannie. “We'll make 
a lady with an Easter bonnet first,” she said. 

“Out of an gel” 

“Surely! You watch!” 

Aunt N annie painted eyes, nose, mouth on the side of one 
of the egg shells. Then she found a bit of darning-cotton yarn 
that was used on Billy’s brown golf-hose and wound it 
her four fingers, around and around about twelve times. She 
tied the little skein through the middle with a bit ays and 
trimmed each end of the skein with scissors. ‘“‘The wig, 
laughed Aunt Nannie. “Surely, it was a little wig. She glued 
- fast over the top of the eggshell and there was the lady’s hair, 

‘own! 

Next, Aunt Nannie took a wee lace-paper doilie: “‘The Easter 
bonnet,” she explained, 
and pasting it so that it loo! like a hat with ruffled brim. 
Around this, she added bonnet-strings with a length of lavender 
tissue paper cut in seven-inch strips. This was pasted the 
bonnet and then a tissue-paper bow of like paper was pasted to 
the top of the bonnet at front. : 

The children chuckled. - ‘How about her dress?” they asked. 


ing it crush down over the wig’ 


nm ssFf np rteorstaecenma fe PFPo 22 ors 










April, 1924 















































gee 























e? ” 

had 
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Dot 
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ying “She wears a wide lace collar,” Aunt Nannie stated. “It’s 

the made from another wee doilie like the first. And Aunt Nannie 

t as took scissors and cut from the edge of the doilie up as far as the 

t of center and then cut an inch-wide hole at the center of the doilie. 
So She pasted this into a wide cone with hollow round top. Into 
top this round, she set the Easter Lady’s head and pasted it fast, 

>, gO pasting the bonnet-strings to the collar also. And there, if you 
¢ please was the very darlingest of Easter eggs you ever did see! 
: “Mine?” squealed Dot. “‘Please!—” 

-just “All right. ‘‘We’ll make Billy another— ‘‘How’d you like 

hem afunny Clown, Billy?” 

“You bet!” 

y for Well, the Clown was started just as the other toy—eyes, nose, 

some . His wig was a bit larger, made of black darning-cotton. 

you He had a wide lace collar too but his neck was put into the doilie 

by cutting the doilie through its center crosswise. Then the 

oven ends of the center cross were pressed upwards to make a high- 
make collar with points. 

He had a big bow of tissue-paper for necktie. Aunt Nannie 
cut half a can circle from gilt paper and pasted it into a cone 
and it made the clown’s hat when glued fast to the wig at a good 

f one amgle. And there was Billy’s Clown all done! What fun! 
yarn I'll show you another sort of Easter Egg,” went on Aunt 
ound “and then I must run and ice the cake.” She lettered 
She § HAPPY EASTER in gilt paint on one side of the last egg. Then 
. and the found some pretty light blue ribbon. At top base of 
wig, the egg where the holes came, she placed a bit of paste and then 
glued § tied the ribbon over these holes to cover them. At top (the 
haif, § wide part of the egg) she made a loop of ribbon and a bow. 
: On the other side of the egg, she pasted a pretty scrap-picture 
caster § of flowers. And, when you hung the Easter up, it was 
e wig ‘ly very pretty! It was pretty just to look at! 
brim. _I wish we could make some,” Dot suggested. “They'd 
ender take wonderful favors for the places at our Easter Party.’ 
ad the Say,” said Billy, “let’s make some! Can’t we have an 
ted to § omelet for lunch? I want eggshells!” 
due Maybe you'd like to make some of these egg favors for your 





play! 










































































































WHO'S WHO IN 
CHILD LIFE 


FASTER JOYS, Easter bunnies, Easter chickens, 

Easter eggs, Easter flowers, Easter hats and— 
Spring! All are here to greet you this month with 
delightful stories and plays and poems and games 
and cut-outs. 

After you read some of the lovely poems in this 
number you will turn to the two beautiful Easter 
stories by PADRAIC COLUM and ANNA BOTS- 
FORD COMSTOCK—two of the best known and 
best loved writers for boys and girls today. Mr. 
Colum, whom father and mother know as a dis- 
tinguished poet and dramatist, has written many 
books for children, books that are literature of the 
highest order. You are sure to like “The White 
Black Bird.” Mrs. Comstock’s work with our 
woodland friends has won such recognition that she 
was selected by the National League of Women 
Voters as one of the twelve greatest women of 
America today. She knows all about butterflies, 
too, and writes interesting stories, as you will see 
when you read “Carol's Easter.” 

Two other delightful surprises this month are 
“The Quaint Music Shop of Uncle Jerome” by 
GEORGE H. GARTLAN and “The Adventures 
of Tom Tripp” by MOLLY WINSTON PEAR- 
SON. Mr. Gartlan, the director of public school 
music of New York City, is a well known musician 
who knows how to tell fascinating music facts in 
stories that boys and girls will enjoy. Mrs. Pear-- 
son’s serial story is about Tom Tripp, the “Five- 
Million-Dollar Film Kid,” and his adventures with 
Dolf and Marty on Grandpa Kearns’ farm. Next 
month Tom Tripp and his friends chase the men 
who have taken Wattie, Tom’s thoroughbred collie, 
and have a very peppy adventure with them! 

And next month, in the May issue of CHILD 
LIFE, you will find every page filled with just 
the sort of plays and stories and games that you 
like best of all. 

It isn’t every day that the prime minister of 
Fairyland walks into an orphan home. But when 
Jimmie said that there weren’t any fairies, Joy felt 
so sorry that Lord Twiddlewinks just had to prove 
that there were. FRANCES CAVANAH’S de- 
lightful play, exquisitely illustrated by ETHEL 
CLINE, tells all about the way Lord Twiddlewinks 
and his Lady prove that Fairyland is just around 
the corner from your heart—if your heart is kind 
enough—and knit David and Joy a_ beautiful 
Mother dream. You will have fun acting “Dream 
Needles” too! 

Did you ever find a yellow squash spotted with 
gold spots that contained a Chinese silver slipper 
buckle? One person did, and that was Pony Pony 
Huckabuck who raised popcorn in Nebraska. 
CARL SANDBURG the noted poet, will tell you 
all about that next month in one of his quaint 
Rootabaga stories. 

And you will love the Mother poems by two real 
artists—HELEN WING and DIXIE WILLSON 
and the Brownie poem by MILDRED PLEW 
MERRYMAN and the Rose poem by MARY 
CAROLYN DAVIES, other recognized artists, and 
—But read the May CHILD LIFE ‘yourself and 
find the feast of good things that is waiting there 
just for you! 
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YOUR DRESS AND DOLLY@ 


Designed by CHIQUET. With Patterns. 


ISS DOLLY must have a smart new Easter wardrobe, so 

Mother begins by making her a dainty petticoat No. 
4441 of fine nainsook with a crisp embroidered ruffle at the 
bottom. Around the top of the waist she featherstitches and 
embroiders a delicate design. Then she creates two pretty, 
every-day, spring-time frocks, which will be practical for school. 
The first No. 4634, she plans out of blue-green linen, plaiting 
the skirt and adding crisp white organdie collar and cuffs, em- 
broidered in yellow and black dots. And in a most skillful 
manner she adds a pretty motif of the same colors on the front 
panel. For the final touch a black patent leather belt is just 
the thing. For the other smart frock No. 4635, she uses a gay 
plaid gingham and trims it with white pique. Down the 
scalloped side panel she inserts a novel little pocket, which is 
useful as well as ornamental. A black buckle for the belt adds 
a dashing note. Next Mother fashions a dainty yellow —— 
dress No. 4622 with crisp plaits forming a front panel. t of 
the same material she criss-crosses tiny little tucks for the 


collar and the band, with which she trims the skirt. Now last 
but not least you may have’a charming little cape-coat No. 
4105 out of heavy blue green crepe, lined with yellow crepe 
de Chine. Around the cape three seins of darker toned braid 
are used as a trimming, and for the collar the material is shirred 
into soft folds and in streamers which are tied in a soft bow. 


No. 4441, comes in sizes 2, 4, 6, 8 and 10 years. 

No. 4634, comes in sizes 8, 10, 12 and 14 years. 

No. 4635, comes in sizes 6, 8, 10 and 12 years. 

No. 4622, comes in sizes 2, 4, 6, 8 and 10 years. 

No. 4105, comes in sizes 6, 8, 10 and 12 years. 
All patterns are 20 cents each. ° 


We are always delighted to answer any questions Mother may 
care to ask if she will send a stamped self-addressed envelope t0 
CHILD LIFE Pattern Department, care Rand M¢ 8 
Company, 536 S. Clark St., Chicago, Illinois. 


Send for our Robes de Chiquét fashion booklet containing the latest modes in children’s apparel. Price 25 cts. 
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BUNNY’) EASTER RIDE 


By Elinor d Albert 
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DIRECTIONS 


Ey Ale ashen beeatons ge ohare Cut out che Beptes Ratieee cqneteliy ond mesig ne Seay slits at 
until corners, fold on the dotted lines, and put the small 
io eee be sure to make the two folds in large one, and then into the slit. The ae anata 
the tabs before pasting, an e on the tip end only; this will outside of course. The basket can be filled with candy 
give Bunny room to get in, and a! Gis step to etamd om, at choo bask of sass You can use this as a pattern and make as many as 
e. 
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“Little puppies Pekingese 
Which would you like best of these? 
All, attention, if you please, 
Sun Dogs of ancient Chinese.” 
Photos and prices from 
MRS. G. KRAEMER 
2269-A Metropolitan Ave., Middle Village, L. 1. 


END FOR YOUR COPY. 
Two hundred: page illus- 
trated dog book about world’s 
largest kennels and its famous 
strain of Oorang Airedales 


specially trained as companions, 
watch-dogs, automobile guards, stock 
drivers, hunters, retrievers. Ten cents 
postage brings book with price lists of 
trained dogs, puppies, supplies, feeds, 
medicines, etc. 


OORANG KENNELS 
Box 64, LA RUE, OHIO 


‘‘Strong Heart’’ Police Dogs 


“Character plus Appearance.” 
You can pay more but you can’t 
get a better dog. 


UN BEAM FARM 


TRONG HEART KENNELS 
East Pike, New Brunswick,N.J. 


POLICE DOGS 


Sturdy northern stock 
with over thirty cham- 
pions and grand cham- 
pions in pedigree. 


VAN DEN NORDEN 
Rappo v.d. Kriminalpolizei Kennels 
AKC334026 8272782 Ashland Wisconsin 


CHILD LIFE 


Dog Stories 


MY DOGGIE 


Y DOGGIE has a lovely 
tail, 
And ears that stick up 
straight, xe 
And when I come back from 
my school 
He’s waiting at the gate, 


He jumps right up and licks 
my hand 

He wags his tail in glee. 

I love my little doggie dear, 

And I know my dog loves me. 


PEGGY SANDERS 
12 years old New York 


ROVER 


Y DOG his name is 
Rover 
What better could it be 
He always looks so sober 
But loves to play with me. 


MARDENNA JOH NSON 
Age 11} Indianapolis, Indiana 





PEKINGESE 


This Is Me 


I may be little and soft and plump, 

But my heart is big and true. __ 

My mistress says now I’m quite big 
enough 

To leave my dear mother—for you. 


Write at once for descriptions and 
pictures from the largest and best 
appointed kennels in the World. 

$25 up 


MRS. HARRIE A. BAXTER 
Great Neck, Long Island, or 
489 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


Mt. View Kennel 


What makes Molly so 
happy? I'm sure you 
don't have to be told, 
for those two collie 
puppies answer the 
uestion. They came fF 
rom 


SUNNYBRAE 
COLLIE KENNELS 
Bloomington, Ill. 


Why don’t you write to Sunnybrae? They have 
fine collie puppies like these at reasonable 
prices. Buy a collie and you will be sure that 
you are getting the best kind of a playmate. 
Mr. F. R. Clarke, owner of the kennels, has 
written a book on Dog Training, which he 
will send to you for 35c. He would be glad to 
Teceive a letter from you. 


Russian Wolfhound Puppies 


Bred from the very best imported 
strains. Puppies ready for shipment. 
Prices Reasonable 
ARKANSAS VALLEY KENNELS 
Dept. A-1 


D. C. Davis, Prop. Cimarron, Kan. 


"A Friend andDJaymate 
ment ht Cole ang ie 
favor, Have er goals Sones 4 


icant 
Aces’’ o dom 


HOMONT KENNELS 
Box147 , Monticello, lowa 


GERMAN POLICE DOGS 
and Pups for Sale 
Orders now being booked for spring deliveries. 
Buy a puppy and make the children happy 
Write for price list. 
Cc. N. WILLARD 
Middleville, N. Y. 


HIGHNOON WHITE COLLIES 


are ideal playmates for children 
and what better companion 
could a child have. Strong, 
healthy, vigorous, beautiful. 
Just drop a note to— 


THE HIGHNOON 
WHITE COLLIE KENNELS 
1619 Glenwood Ave. 
Youngstown, 0. 


CHOW CHOW PUPPY 
“The Only Live Teddy Bear” 
An all year delight. The best pet of all 
for children. 
Send for Pictures and Information 


WAVING WILLOW KENNELS 
Grand Ave. South Englewood, N. J. 


On With the Play—A COLLIE AND THE KIDS—A Comedy of Fun 


If you want the ideal dog as 
graceful, beautiful and gentle wi 


aymate we suggest a Collie. Faithful, 
the children. Our Collies have gone 


into some of the finest homes and estates in America and are a source of 


great delight to all. 


WE ARE COLLIE SPECIALISTS 


We raise all colors but specialize in Whites. -. Jefferson White Collies 
are the best that can be produced and have NEVER been defeated in the 
show ring. Jefferson White Collies have won more first prizes than 
other white collies combined. They are intelligent and learn fast. 

We can supply you with a fluffy ball of fur—a pup—or a heavy ruffed 
grown up. Send for circulars. Satisfaction guaranteed. 


| THE JEFFERSON WHITE COLLIE KENNELS, Box 745, Wauseon, Ohio 


‘erson White is a Collie of Type 
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CLUB MOTTO: 
The only joy I keep is what I give away 


Since children are the real Joy Givers, CHILD LIFE is providing them with the Joy Givers’ Club. 

The purpose of this Club is to give joy to the readers of CHILD LIFE and to encourage expression 
in its members. 

Any reader of CHILD LIFE of twelve years of age or under may become a member of this club 
whether a regular subscriber or not. 

This department is composed of original creations by the children themselves. 

Short joy-giving contributions in prose, verse, or jingle are welcome. Well illustrated stories are 
especially desired. All drawings should be done on white unruled paper. 

The contributions must be original and be the work of children of twelve and under. 

If you know ways to give joy to others, write about it in story form, and send your story to CHILD 
LIFE. Miss Waldo will give your letters and contributions personal attention. No manuscripts can 
be returned. 

For Joy Givers’ Club membership cards write to 

ROSE WALDO, Editor 


CARE OF RAND M¢NALLY & COMPANY 536 S. CLARK STREET CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 








Dear CHILD LIFE: ' wo EASTER GREETINGS 

| LIKE you so much I just wish ; r nA a ka 
you came every week instead R bese 

ofevery month. I am sending you 

a picture of myself and a verse I 

made which I hope you will put 

in CHILD LIFE. 


year, 
And when it does it brings good 
cheer! 
EDITH NATHANSON 
Age 11 years Pasadena, Calif. 
LOVE my little kitty, 
And my kitty loves me. ) a Dear Miss Waldo: 
If you don't believe it, ay LIKE CHILD LIFE very much. 
Just look here and see!"’ ‘ I take it to school with me. We 
| all read it together. I am sending 
you a poem called “Spring.” I 
hope you will print it. 
Lovingly yours, 


My Dear Miss Waldo: windatcunaicaam ios 
JUST love to read CHILD LIFE, “Liane SELMA R. CASHMAN 


but I like the stories about 


Toppo, the clown, the best. I 
haven't taken CHILD LIFE very THE RABBITS SPRING 


long, but I just love it and its stories. OME little rabbits are very white, THE birds are hopping in the tree, 
I am going to send in a little verse And some little rabbits are gray. Their song is wonderful to me; 
that I made up all by myself. | Most little rabbits jump very far, The buds their blossoms open wide 
hope you will publish it. And all of them jump and play! And look about from side to side. 
Yours sincerely, RUTH GOLDBERG SELMA R. CASHMAN 
RUTH GOLDBERG Age 8 years Osceola, Ark. Age 8 years New York City 


VIRGINIA DIXON CULBREATH 
Age 6 years Palmetto, Ga. 
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Sox for tots 
for dress or play 


Randolph Cuties, the cele- 
brated ‘‘Sox for Tots,” won their 
acknowledged leadership among 
children’s socks by maintaining 
highest standards of quality at 
moderate prices. 


Only the very a yarns are used and 
patterns and _ colorin: are exquisite. 
Generously sized, they Ee better and wear 
longer. 

Also, Randolph Cuties Sports Hose, 
% length, mercerized, for larger boys 
aad girls. 

If your dealer hasn't Cuties, send us 
his name, and if you enclose $! we will 
send you sample assortment, our selec- 
tion. Be sure to state size and whether 
you want Sox for Tots or Cuties Sports, 
¥% length hose. 


Randolph Cuties are the only 
genuine Cuties. Look for the 
trade mark on every pair. 


RANDOLPH MILLS 
Dept. E-4, Randolph & Columbia Ave. 
Philadelphia 


E. M. Townsend & Co., New York City 
Selling Agents 


Write for ““The Three Sockdolagers,” 
an megs booklet for the kiddies. 
Free, if you send your 
ler's name. 


eat 


SOX FOR TOTS” 





CHILD LIFE 


BUNNY 


URRY! Bunny in a rush, 
Hurry! Indians in the brush. 
There goes Bunny in the wood 
And finds his hole so very good. 
Down he goes to get some food 
And eats it in a pleasant mood! 


KEITH FLETCHER ROBINSON 
Age 5% years Eau Claire, Wis. 


CHILDREN WHO WANT 
LETTERS 


Sibyl M. Williamson, Mohave City, 
Ariz., age 10 years 

Pauline Marsh, 900 Montrose Bldv. 
Chicago, III. 

Ethlyn Sanders, Hubert, N. C. 

Clarence Blevins, Aid, Ohio, age 
14 years. 

Benton Kreger, Aid, Ohio, age 12 
years. 

Lloyd Musgrave, Willowwood, Ohio, 
age II years. 

Hildreth Willis, Aid, Ohio, age 13 
years. 

Sallie Pugh, Aid, Ohio, age 13 years. 

Selma Neumann, Galley, N. M. 

Edith Lou Docekae, 219 Caffeen 
Ave., Sheridan, Wyo. 

Eunice Blake, Framingham, Mass., 
age 13 years. 


\Doris M. Gwynn, Framingham, 


Mass., age 14 years. 

Jeannette Bauer, 265 Ridge Rd., 
Springfield, Ohio, age 12 years. 
Adelaide Bretney, 1602 N. Foun- 
tain Blvd., Springfield, Ohio, 

age 12 years. 

Peg Swan, 323 W. Adams Street, 
Pittsfield, III. 

Esther Brennan, Albion, Pa. 

Florence Keyser, 1211 S. Cherry 
Street, Casper, Wyo. 

Glayds Dixon, Hinsdale, Mass,. 
age 14 years. 

Lily Martin, Hinsdale, Mass., age 
12_ years. 

Freda Post, Hinsdale, Mass., age 
12% years. 

Elizabeth Miner, Hinsdale, Mass., 
age 12 years. ; 

Emily M. Tompkins, Ebenburg, 
Pa. 

Kathleen Johnson, 216 N. E. 16th 
St., Miami, Fla. 

Virginia Trowe, 680 West End Ave., 
New York City. 

Doris Stites, Barnhart, Mo., age 
9 years. 


April, 1984 


Kleinert’s Genuine 


Jiffy Baby Pants 


are equally a age with baby and 
his mother—the soft pneumatic 
waist and knee bands are a pat- 
ented Kleinert feature. In small, 
medium, large, and extra large 
sizes, in natural, white, and flesh 
color. 


Kleinert’s Sleeve Bibs 


are very cunning and immensely 
practical, in white, pink, or blue 
rubber with contrasting binding. 


Pure Gum Crib Sheets 


with grommets in the corners are 
indispensable in a well-ordered nurs- 
ery. Guaranteed to protect the 
gota § from water acids. 
Easily clea 

Kleinert’s also make Rub- 
ber Sheeting Squares and Rubber 
Blankets to cover the whole mat- 
tress. 


Buster Brown Hose Supporters 


have & the stretch below the buckle 
—safe from the teeth. Buy them 
for active children—they wear 
much longer. 


I. B. KLEINERT RUBBER CO. 
485 Fifth Ave. New York 
Cor. 4ist St.—opp. the Library 


_— 
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Eating to 
promote 







CIENCE now shows us 
that the combination of 
Knox Sparkling Gelatine 
with other wholesome food 
gives us dishes that are nutri- 
tious, strengthening, and at 
the same time tempting and 
dainty. 
For instance, Knox Gelatine, com- 
bined with oranges gives them new 
charm and supplements their vita- 
mine value with Lysine— nature’s 
health and strength-promoting ele- 
ment, found in such abundance in 
Knox Gelatine. 
Furthermore, Knox Gelatine materi- 
ally aids the digestion because of its 
ability to emulsify or soften food in 
the stomach, and it should be liber- 
ally used where there are — 
1, Undernourished or mal-nourished 
babies. 
2, Growing children. 
3. Invalids or convalescents. 
4. Dyspeptics. 
5. Persons with ‘‘finicky’’ appetites. 
6. Those who have any prescribed 
diet to follow. 


KNOX 


SPARKLING 


GELATINE 


“The Highest Quality for Health” 































——} ad 


Book of Tested Health 


Recipes—Free 

All housewives, especially mothers, 
will .find valuable information in 
The Health Value of Gelatine.’’ 
free, with Mrs. Knox’s recipe 
$, upon receipt of 4c for postage 

and your grocer’s name. 

Health Dept. 

Charles B. Knox Gelatine Co., Inc. 
145 Knox Avenue Johnstown, N.Y. 













health 
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Joy Givers Club 


Dear Rose Waldo: 


“THis morning I found a little 
baby robin that had fallen 
from a tall elm onto the lawn. [| 
brought it in and have been caring 
for it allday. It seems quite happy 
now. I am so glad it did not hurt 
itself. The mother bird heard it 
peeping and when I put it out on 
the lawn she came down and gave 
it a worm. I would like to get it 
back to its mother where it could 
live in the nest with her once again. 
I have had CHILD LIFE ever 
since the first copy and think it is a 
lovely magazine. 


VERA V. ANDERSON 
Age 9 years Santuit, Mass. 


Dear Miss Waldo: 

WAS so glad when I got your 

letter, | just danced for joy. 
When I get my membership card 
I will hang it upon my wall. I 
will be quite proud of it hanging 
there, too. 

I like the Joy Givers’ Club ang 
Little Artists, Outdoor Sports and 
the puzzle best. And I like the 
poems on the first and second pages 
best. I liked “The Highway of 
Art” awfully well. I think the 
picture on the reverse side of the 
first page is the cutest. I love 
“Just Like This,” too. I think all 
the people who have made CHILD 
LIFE such an adorable magazine 
will succeed in making it the best 
inthe world. There isn’t much left 
to do. 

I am going to try to join the 
Good Citizens’ Il.eague. Do you 
think I can join if I don't live in 
the States? Mother is going to 
send to Rand McNally & Co., for 
an American geography. I like 
geography, it’s so easy to remember 

My friends and I have a hikers’ 
club. They are going to have Girl 
Guides at our church and when I'm 
old enough | will join. They have 
Boy Scouts and my brother is a 
Scout cub. He might, he said, ask 
you if he could join the Joy Givers’ 
Club. He was ten in November. 

Yours lovingly, 


MARJORIE HOYT 
Iroquois Falls, Ontario, Canada 
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A dessert that 
gives strength 
without fat 


FTEN the things we 
like best are not good 
for us—but here is a dessert 
that looks charming, tastes 
delicious—and is wholesome 
but not fattening! Your 
family will vote it the perfect 
dessert, if you follow this 
simple and economical 
recipe :— 


Snow Pudding 


(Serves six people) 


% envel Knox Sparkling Gelatine 
\{ cup cold water "§, cup sugar — 
| cup boiling water cup lemon juice 
hites of two eggs ‘ew grains of salt 
Soak Gelatine in cold water five minutes, 
dissolve in boiling water, add sugar, lemon 
juice and grated rind of one lemon; strain, 
and set aside; occasio; stir mixture; 
when quite thick, beat with wire spoon or 
whisk, until frothy; add whites of beaten 
stiff; continue beating until stiff enough 
to hold its shape. Put in a mold or dish, 
first apes in cold water. Chill and serve : 
with boiled custard or a fruit sauce. 
Note: The quests of gelatine left in the 
package will make three more desserts or 
salads, each serving six people. 


KNOX 


SPARKLING 


GELATINE 


“The Highest Quality for Health” 





How to Give Charm to 
Your Every-day Meals 


Mrs. Knox’s recipe books, ‘‘ Dainty 


Desserts’’ and ‘‘Food Economy,’’ 
have shown thousands of women how 
to serve delightful foods in an attrac- 
tive way. You can get these books— 
free—by sending us 4c for postage 
and mentioning your grocer’s name. 


Charles B. Knox Gelatine Co., Inc. 
145 Knox Avenue Johnstown, N. Y. 


Ore 


Simple Frocks of 
Youthful Wearers 


TTRACTIVE littledressesfor 
every Spring and Summer 
occasion await the very young 
lady at McCutcheon’s. In white 
or gay colors and made in the 
simple styles that are so becom- 
ing to youthful charms. 


The small tot above wears a 
hand-made dress of white nain- 
sook. The circular yoke, front 
and sleeves are ornamented with 
hand hemstitching and em- 
broidery. 


Sizes 6 mos., 1 and 2 years $4.95 


Other hand embroidered 
dresses, less elaborately trimmed, 
in the same sizes at 


$2.95 to $3.95 


Her older sister wears an im- 
ported Chambray bloomer dress. 
Entirely hand-made with tucks 
and. drawn work. The collar 
and pipings on the sleeves are 
of fine white batiste. Colors: 
Rose, Blue, Lavender— 

Sizes 6 to 12 years $5.95 


MAIL ORDERS 


Orders or inquiries to McCutcheon’s 
by mail always receive immediate 
and painstaking attention assuring 
satisfaction and a prompt delivery. 


Reg. Established 
U.S. Pat. Off. 1855 


James McCutcheon & Co. 
t No. 69 


Departmen 
345 Fifth Avenue . New York 


CHILD LIFE 


Dear CHILD LIFE: 


I THINK CHILD LIFE is a lovely 

magazine. I would like to 
join the Joy Givers’ Club very 
much. Please send me a member- 
ship card. I am sending you a 
story which I hope you will print. 


ANNE BINLEY 


LITTLE WHITE BUNNY 


[IPILe White Bunny lived with 

his mother in a deep hole in 
the woods. He was very, very 
happy. One day, as he was in his 
favorite clover patch he saw a 
little boy coming along. 


The boy reached in his pocket 
and then begantocry. “Oh, dear,” 
he sobbed, “I've lost my pocket- 
book, and now Mamma can't have 
any present for her birthday next 
week. Oh, dear, oh, dear!" Then 
the boy walked on, still crying. 


Little White Bunny scampered 
back the way the little boy had 
come. After a while he found what 
he wanted. It was a pocketbook. 
He opened it and there was some 
writing in it. Little White Bunny 
could not read, so he decided to 
take it to Old Mister Owl who 
could. 

When he reached the old owl's 
house he called to him, “Oh, 
Mr. Owl, please read this for me.” 


So the owl read it and it said, 
“Roy Moore, the cottage on the 
edge of the forest."” 


“Thank you very much. Now 
give me the pocketbook and I will 
go, said Little White Bunny. 


Off he scampered, with the pocket- 
book in his mouth, way to the edge 
of the forest to the cottage where 
the little boy lived. There he 
dropped the pocketbook and went 
into the bushes so he could watch 
the little boy. 

Soon the little boy picked it up 
and said, “Goody, goody, I found 
my pocketbook; so Mamma can 
have her present after all.” 

Then Little White Bunny scam- 
pered off home, feeling very happy. 
Do you know why? 

ANNE BINLEY 


Age 12 years _ Holliston, Mass. 


Franklin 
Simon & Co, 


Firrh AVENUE 
37th and 38th Streets New York 


LHE 
FRANKLIN 
SIMON 
SHOPPING 
SERVICE 


c>0c0oc 


The 


Nev Bas Bee 
Is Now Ready 


c>]00cec 


Everything for the Baby 
: — Layettes from Paris 
and London, Specialist 
Shoes, Nursery Furniture 


and Toys — viewed at 


leisure and shopped for 


at your convenience 


If you cannot come to 

New York our ex peri- 

enced shoppers will shop 
for you 


c[ccoc 


Complimentary Copy 
will be sent to 
Child Lifer 
Readers Upon Request 


THE Epition Is Limited]. 
— Write At Once For 
Your Copy 
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MISS DAVISON’S SCHOOL 


° 
Hillcrest 
Here are gay playmates, tender care, and 
the sympathetic under- 
standing of home. 
Swings, basket ball, 
sleighrides, surprise 
parties. Sunshiny 
rooms. Delicious, 
wholesome food. Un- 
usual advantages in ¢’ 
music. Only normal ij 
healthy children—s to 
15 years old—accepted. 
Number limited. 
Send today for catalog. , 


Miss Sarah E. Davison, Principal 
Box 4L, Beaver Dam, Wis. 


TEACH YOUR CHILD 
at Home 
and give him practically the same 


educational advantages he would 
have at the best private school. 


One father writes: “I was simpl 


mdence. 


three years previous.” Write for information to 


CALVERT SCHOOL 


—_____11 Chase St., Baltimore,Md. 


rere rie 
Dont Obey 


Queprence is the foundation of character. Yet how 
Many parents discover constantly that their instruc 
tions to footer children carry no farther than around the 


New Methods for Old 


Until now, scolding and whipping seem to have been 

about the parents’ only methods. But new methods have 

been discovered which make it easy to train children to 

obey promptly, pleasantly and surely without breaking 
the child’s will, fear, 
resentment or revenge in the child’ 

be You Know How  apwhien 
instroct children in 
the delicate matter of 


does. This new met! 
‘ect un- 


Highest Endorsements 


This new sy: which has been put in- 

cared opel ee the bevy parca’ b 
ro \° 

oro : bl and immediate Te- 


title of a startling book which 
this new and outlines the work o! 
. Send better os 


overwhelmed at 
what a child could do when taught by Calvert School 
I said it was impossible, only a 
prodigy could do such work as Calvert School showed 
was being done by its pupils. Then finally I realized 
what a waste my boy’s schooling had been for the 


Joy Givers Club 


THE BOY WHO COULDN'T 
BE A FAIRY 


LITTLE fairy named Rose was 

playing on a hill. A little boy 
came to the fairy and asked her if 
he could be a fairy, too. 

The fairy said, “Yes, come with 
me.” They walked on and on until 
they came to a sidewalk with rose 
trees and daisy trees on each side. 
In a little while, Bobby, the little 
boy, saw twenty little 
dancing around him. 

Rose, the fairy queen, said to the 
fairies, “This little boy wants to be 
a fairy.’ So they led Bobby to a 
big bag and put him in it and closed 
it. Then they opened the bag and 
he was a fairy, too. 

He and all the fairies flew away 
to a high hill and all of them sat 
down. Finally, Rose waved her 
wand and a door opened in the 
side of the hill and they all went 
inside. 

“Now, we will have it,” said the 
queen. 

“What?” said Bobby. 

“Sit down,” said Rose. 

All the fairies sat down and Rose 
lighted twenty-two candles in the 
center of the table—one candle for 
each little fairy. 

Bobby could not see any food on 
his plate. He said, “Where is the 
food ?”* 

“Do you not see the humming 
bird's breath on toast?’ asked the 
queen. 

“No,” said Bobby, “I 
mashed potatoes and gravy.” 

“If you want to be a fairy you 
cannot have mashed potatoes and 
gravy, answered Rose and all the 
little fairies said, “Ugh!” 

Then Bobby wanted to be a little 
boy again, so the fairies put him in 
the bag and when he came out 
again he was a little boy and the 
fairies were all gone. So he ran 
home to his mother and had mashed 
potatoes and gravy and a big piece 
of gingerbread for lunch. And he 
never wanted to be a fairy again! 


MARJORIE ANN KITSELMAN 
Age 7 years Muncie, Ind. 


fairies 


want 


Our Spring Sewing Book 
is just out. It contains new designs for 
women’s and children’s dresses, aprons, 
undergarments, hats, etc., also attrac- 
tive and original ideas for utility articles 
and household decoration. All these can 
be made quickly and economically with 


which comes in a variety of fast color 
wash fabrics and in fine taffeta silks. 
You can find them at notion counters 
in best stores everywhere. 

SEND 10 CENTS IN STAMPS for copy of book 
and 3-yard — of tape in fast color percale in 
any one of the following colors: Gray, Pink, 

Light Blue, Brown, Reseda, Navy, Laven- 

der, Linen Color, Old Rose, Alice Blue, 

Red, Black, Yellow. | 
Wm. E. Wright & Sons Co. Mfrs 
Dept. 574 Orange, N. J. 


r 


Wonoco 


Avian rtrd AHaby Sook 
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A Chance for Mothers 


to make their babies the prettiest of all. The 
new WONOCO KNIT CRAFT BABY 
BOOK gives pictures and instructions for 
the most exquisite garments for Infants and 
little Tots up to two years old. The tiny 
garments are Croche and Knitted in the 
simplest stitches, so that a beginner at crochet 
work can make all of these lovely new designs. 
They are so beautiful for gifts and so practical 
for mothers. Send 22c for a copy at once. 
\ 


Wool Novelty Company, Inc. 
564 Broadway, Dept. B. New York City 
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A [77e URGE 7 SPRING 


THE STORY OF THE 
ROSE AND DANDELION 


NCE there were some flowers 
growing in a ladies’ garden 

Two of these were a rose and a 
dandelion. One day the dandelion 
said to itself, “1 wish my mistress 
would like me more. But what 
can I expect? I am only a weed,” 

The Rose heard her and said, 
“My goodness, I am glad I am not 
a dandelion.” 

The poor dandelion heard her 
and thought, ‘Nobody is my friend,” 

The next day the ladies’ maid 
came and picked some of the dande- 
lion's tender young leaves and made 
salad of them. The lady had vis. 
itors and she served the salad among 
other things. 

The company said, “The salad is 
very good.” 

‘Someone is my friend after all,” 
said the dandelion. 

The lady then took the visitors 
out to see her garden. They went 
to see the Rose and it was all wilted. 


IHE time has come for jumping 


For marbles, jacks, and ball 
r marbles, jacks, an s, 
The hop scotch Gass are neatly 
drawn, 
The outdoors gladly calls. 
The speing stir in their arms and 
egs 
Makes walking much too slow 


And boys and girls are begg ‘or 
A plaything that will =one 


Just let them have veloci 
ey’re sure to fill the bill 
ane with a NEW DEPARTURE 
Slow up or stop at will. 


No hill or traffic needs to cause 


he 
we, a ees real ¢ concern, ie 
at brake s ety ev t 
New Departure Junior ~—,, For any runortum. 
for Children’s Velocipedes DE ,, 
TS New Departure Brake ‘‘brought the bike back” y ~~ 


and the New Departure Junior Coaster Brake has 
done as much for the velocipede in putting it on the 
list of wholly safe and altogether desirable possessions for 
small children. Without fatigue or effort, they ride 
away the day, hardening their muscles and putting on 
strength by the invigorating exercise. They will glory 
in the control the brake gives them, for without even 


learning how, they can slow down or stop instantly. 


Manufactured by 


THE NEW DEPARTURE MFG. CO. 
BRISTOL, CONN. 


Reprinted by permission, from John Martin’s Book 
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TINCOLN WRENHOUSE 


Invite a family of these little feathered friends 
to be your guests for the summer. Enjoy their 
songs—watch the little ones venture out into 
the world on their tiny wings. 


This bird house is artistic and built on scientific prin- 
ciples—it looks like a miniature log cabin. Made of wood, 


mail coupon today. 


JOHN LLOYD WIGHT me. | 


234 - EAST - ERIE - STREET - CHICAGO 
Canadian Address: 60 Front Street, West, Toronto, Ontario 
MAKERS OF THE FAMOUS LINCOLN LOGS 


‘for the birds 


when they arrive 


s .00 
Price? 1 ees 
Four for $3.50 


JOHN LLOYD WRIGHT, Inc. 
234 E. Erie Street, Chicago 


: Please send, postage prepaid 


: 1 LincolnWren House $1.00 
: @LincolnWren Houses 


> With the understanding that 
: you will refund my money if 
: for any reason I wish to return 
: the Bird Houses after five days. 
. : Lenclose herewith $ 

tinted a soft brown that attracts the birdsand hasastrong, : 
weather-proof roof. It comes knocked down and is easily -: 
put together. The price is only $1.00 delivered. (Canada : 


$1.50 including duty and postage.) See your dealer or : 


INQMS . 2.00. ccccceee 
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So the dandelion found that even 
if she were not as beautiful as the 
rose, she had some place in the 
world. 


MARGARET BUTZOW 
Chicago, Ill. 


IN DADDY'S DAY 


WHEN my daddy was a boy, 
He would be so full of joy 

When his mother dear would say, 

“There will be no school today!” 


HELEN BORDEN 


Agetoyears Asbury Park, N.J. 


WHO’S WHO IN THE ZOO 
(Continued from page 236) 


Stucker, Lois Simineo, Marian Siegfried, Eldred Shat- 
tuck, Eleanor Studebaker, Kathrine Slippner, Mabel 
Sarrell. H ean Steickmann, Mary * 
Edna Stahl, Zebulon stattord, M 
Da ulon fe 
Stokes, Rebecca Styer, Alice Scully, Mary Smith, Ruta 
Schauer, Erhardt Seifert, Audrey Shaw, Aas Bt, 
yivester Frances 


er, 

eed, Harriet Tygeson, Lorraine 
Thomas, Ann Timson, Ethel Taylor, Well 
Ruth Thoma, Muriel Temple, Jane Turner, 
Trevathan, im, axine Thompson, 
Thul, Jimmy Valenzine, Betty van Ginkel, Bev 
Sicke, Ad van Vliet, Marjorie von Bruna, 
Vogelsang. Mary E. Vosmer, Mildred Vanse, Held 


Wait et h Yancey, Mary York, 
Frances Yoder John A. Young, Blanche 
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DEAR LITTLE BETTY 


DEAR little Betty 
With her little snub nose, 

Dear little Betty 

With her pretty pink toes, 
Dear little Betty 

With her cute yellow bows, 
Dear little Betty 

Is sweet as a rose! 


SALLIE CASTLERAIGH PARKER 
Age 8 years Wakefield, Mass. 


P. S. Betty is my little sister. 


UNCLE BEN'S STORY 


THE children always liked to 
hear Uncle Ben tell stories. 
One day they were sitting around 
the fire because it was cold. There 
were Mary, Walter, Veritas, Stella, 
Sadie and Joe. 

Mary said, 
story.” 

“Yes, tell us a story, 
a chorus of voices. 

So this is the story which Uncle 
Ben told. 

“One day a boy whose name was 
Robert was out playing in the sand. 
He ran in, tired from play. Supper 
was not ready, so he went in and 
sat by the fire. He said, “What 
am | going to have for supper? I 
wish we would have pancakes.” 

“Here I am,” said a merry voice,” 
and looking up Robert saw a pan- 
cake. 

“Hello there, my friend,” he 
said. 

“Don't leave me out,” 
merry voice. 


“Uncle Ben tell us a 


“rang out 


said a 
He saw some butter. 
“Don't forget me,” said a voice. 
He saw a nice potato baked brown. 
“Nor me," said a voice. He saw 
a pitcher full of milk. 

“No, I won't forget you, milk 
So fresh and pure.” 

“We must go,” 
away they went. 

“Here is Robert, Mamma, fast 
asleep in his chair,” called his 
brother. 

But Robert was not asleep. He 
told the things he had heard and 
Seen, at the supper table. Mamma 
laughed and said, ‘Well, remember 
it, my boy!" 


STELLA MAE SNYDER 
Sharon, Pa. 


they said, and 


Joy Givers Club 
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ous Songs, Games 
and Storis Sf — 
for Children 


onlO Seven-Inch Senddedtiaeliions 


Jack and Jill. 

Old King Cole. 

Rock-A-Bye Baby. 

Sing a Song of Sixpence. 
Cock-A-Doodle Doo. 

Old Mother Hubbard. 

Little Bo-Peep. 

Mary Had A Little Lamb. 
Tom, Tom, The Piper’s Son. 
Simple Simon. 

Where are You Going My Pretty Maid? 
The Three Little Kittens. 


Games 


The Farmer in the Dell. 

London Bridge is Falling Down. 

Here We Go Round the Mulberry Bush. 
Ten Little Indians. 

Lazy Mary. 

Oats, Peas, Beans and Barley Grow. 


Cinderella. The Three Bears. 


Try them IO days ~ Sc Send No Money 


Do you remember the days when you loved so 
well to hear, “Jack and Jill went up the hill to 
get a pail of water’’? 

Doesn't the merry tune of “London Bridge is 
Falling Down" bring back the days of your 
childhood? And the wonderful story of Cinderella, 
and of The Three Bears! Think how wonderful 
they are to the children of teday! 

And now your child can have ALL the most 
famous songs, stories and games of childhood 
played on your phonograph. Glance at the list 
= rinted above. Every song and every game 

utifully and clearly recorded, sung by accom- 
plished artists accompanied by full orchestras! 
— the stories are told by professional story 
ers. 

Every: word of each song, story and game is so 
clear every child can understand it. These rec- 
ords were made especially for children—they 
are clear, full toned, and smooth. 

And think of it! Every record is a SEVEN- 
INCH RECORD—not five inch but SEVEN-inch 
and each contains many verses and choruses in- 
stead of only one. And EACH record is made of 
the same high grade materials found in the big 
records. 

Can u imagine a bigger bargain than this? 
= TW INTY of these songs, stories and games, 

ten records, each record playing on BOTH 
SIDES all for the astonishing price of only $2.98. 

Give YOUR - or someone else’s child a real 
treat. They will = these records over and over 
and be fascinated by them. 

Send no money—just mail the coupon. Pay 
the postman only $2.98 plus the few cents delivery 


charges when the records arrive. We guarantee 

safe delivery and your entire satisfaction or money 
= be refunded in full. This offer may not 
oppose again. Order now. References: This 


lication or Manufacturers Trust Company of 
ew York. 


NATIONAL MUSIC LOVERS, Inc., 
Dept. 2984, 354 Fourth Ave.,; New York. 


| ice Music Lovers, Inc., Dept. 2984, 
| 354 Fourth Ave., New York. 


Please send me your set of 20 songs, games, and 

| stories on ten double-face seven inch records as adver- 
tised. I wifl pay the postman $2.98 plus few cents for 
delivery charges on arrival. This is not to be con- 
sidered a purchase, however. If for any reason I am 

| dissatisfied with the records I may return them to you 
within ten days and you will refund my money 


may also care to have four of the most popular airs 
ever written, La Donna e Mobile, from Rigoletto: 
Medley of Pinafore Songs; Habanera, from Carmen, and 
Soldiers’ Chorus, from Faust. All beautifully sung by great 
artists, with fult orchestra. If desired, in ADDITION to 
| the set listed above, place an X in the square at the left. 
The price is only 89c for all four selections. SOLD ONLY 
| with the set advertised above—not sold separately. 


| C] If you 8 like the great songs from Grand Opera you 


Here’s Great Fun for Girls and Boys 
Making Dandy Wooden Toys! 


“*You trace the toys and saw them—then paint the toys and make them!”’ 
Get Your ‘‘Toymaker” Set Now! Five Sizes, $1.00; $2.00; $3.50; $5.00; 
$10.00. They're all complete with wood, designs, tools, colors and instruc- 
tions. Get it at your nearest toy dealer or direct from our factory prepaid. 


M. CARLTON DANK & CO., Dept. Cc. L. 


2734 Atlantic Avenue 


BROOKLYN, N. Y. 





contains an accurate, final answer. 4°7 
Regular one juiiersnges Editions. 
. 4 Write for s 


G. &C.A MERRIAM CO. Springfield Mass 


prices, etc. and FREE Pocket Maps 





Kiddie~Kaution-Iowelry 


Designed to make your 
child cautious when 
crossing the street 


Sterling Silver Rings, Bracelets, 
Lockets, Bar Pins and Pencils, with 
seals in blue, white and red enamel 
effects, each inscribed with a vigi- 
lant message. 

All these styles of “Kiddie-Kaution” 
Jewelry, reasonably priced, can be 
found at most fine retail jewelry 
stores, but any quality jeweler can 
obtain them for you. 


R. BLACKINTON & COMPANY 
Manufacturing Silversmiths & Goldsmiths 
North Attleboro, Mass. 

New York Office: 8 W.40th St. 


es © 
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in a Gerdon Motor Crib. More pleasure for you 
when motoring with baby tucked snugly in this con- 
venient crib. “The safest way, the ors say" 
Crib easily strapped in any touring car. Spring 
arrangement absorbs all shock over roughest roads. 
H hen raised protects against weather. Fold 
crib flat or detach when not in use. Sold every- 
where or sent parcel post prepaid. 
Send for illustrated booklet and dealer's name 


GORDON MOTOR CRIB CO. 
1519 S. Wabash Ave. Dept.38 CHICAGO 








are sending for our new 64-page de luxe book, illus- 
trated in full color, ““Good Times with Your Gulbran- 
sen.” A hand-book of musical fun and entertainment 
for the children. Gives the names and numbers of 
music rolls for games, dances, parties, nursery 
rhymes, etc. A copy is yours for the asking. Send 
and getit. GULBRANSEN CO. 
3238 West Chicago Avenue - Chicago 


CHILD LIFE 


THE EASTER RABBIT 


NCE there lived an Easter 

bunny in a green, mossy bank. 
He was busy all the time making 
pretty Easter eggs all colored green, 
red, blue, violet, orange, lemon, 
purple, black, lavender, pink, and 
all different colors. On Easter 
he would take them to children 
Children love the Easter rabbit. 


BETTY GRAVES 


Age 7 years Minneapolis, Minn. 


THE TWO ORANGES 


WO oranges one day, were lay- 

ing in a big wooden bowl on a 
table. One was a bright, smooth 
orange and the other was rough, 
small and rather wrinkled. 

“T am much more beaituful than 
you, said the handsome orange in 
a proud voice. 

The other orange was about to 
say something when in tripped a 
little girl with short black hair and 
merry eyes. She grabbed the good 
orange and peeled off its pretty, 
thick skin. Then she took one big 
bite, but alas, the taste was horrible! 

‘“U-gh,” she cried, ““how sour it 
is!’ and she screwed up her chubby 
little face and threw the orange 
back into the bowl. 

Then she looked at the ugly 
orange and decided to try it. 
When she had taken off its thin, 
tight skin and bit into it, she was 
surprised. It had a sweet, lovely 
taste. So she ate every bit of it. 

“Although it looked bad on the 
outside, it was very good on the 
inside, ’ she remarked to her Persian 
kitten, Fluff, who had been watch- 
ing. 

BETTINA BUZARD 
Age 11 years Denver, Colo. 





Your Name ”, Address 
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or, or girl with Puppy and how, 
Write name and ad plainly, 

HOOSIER PAPER CO. 


1064 West 3d St., Marion, Ind. 


| HLH i SCORE | 
| Tt ceca Sooo 


Ko Ko Mo Stamped Metal Co., 


known as the “impressionistic age? : 
call for careful training and en. 
couragement. During this 
the child’s mind, character 
future are in the making. = 
In laying the foundation of your child’s _ 
future, the natural love of music should be 
developed. 
The first essential in musical training is 
accuracy. In developing musical acc 
no other instrument can equal the Hohner 
Harmonica. True in tone, accurate in pitch 
and perfect in workmanship. Sold every- 
where with the Free Instruction Book, 50c up. 


OHNER 


ARMONICAS 


Whooping 
Cough 


Croup, Bronchitis 
Coughs, Influenza 


A household remedy avoiding drugs, Creso- 
lene is vaporized at the bedside during the 
ight. It has become in the past forty years 
the'most widely used remedy for whooping 
ow and spasmodic croup. 
hen children complain of sore throat or 
cough, use at once. 


Est. 1879 
Send for descriptive booklet 73A 
For Sale by Druggists 
THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO. 
62 Cortiandt St., New York 
er Leeming-Miles Bidg., Montreal, Canada 





SKATES 


with the self-contained ball 
. bearing wheels, the truss 
frame construction and the 
- “rocking chair’’ movement 
~- are— c 
“Young America’s 
Firat Choice’ 


Ask your dealer for the 
skate with the RED DISC 


—,, 


Steel Tread or 
Rubber Tires 


Kokomo, Indiana 





Pictures Which Children Like 
Are often colored lithographs. Fasten 
them up without marring \alls with 
Moore Push-Pins 
Glass Heads— Steel Points 
For heavy pictures, have on hand 


Moore Push-less Hangers 
“The Hanger with the Twist" 





= 
ball 
puss 
the 
ent 
: 
ce 
ne 
ise 


ae. EO 


A Thrilling Episode from a Great 
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Half-page color plate, actua 
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1 size, from The Illustrated Bible Story Book 


Solomon, the great king of Israel, stands before his golden throne, dealing out justice to his 
subjects. Two women come to him, each claiming to be the mother of one tiny baby. How 


would you decide which is the true mother? 


You can read aloud to the 
children of Solomon’s wise de- 
cision from The Illustrated Bible 
Story Book. ‘This is only one 
of the thrilling stories that are 
here retold for little children 
by Seymour Loveland. 

Other favorite heroes of the 
Bible, such as Samson, Joseph, 
and David march bravely 
through the pages of this 
fascinating book. 


Katherine Lee Bates has 
written an introduction as 
interesting as the stories them- 
selves. Milo Winter, the chil- 
dren’s own illustrator, has 
drawn the many beautiful 
pictures like the one above. 
There are more than one hun- 
dred of them, including twelve 
full pages, all in color, which 
will delight the children and 
increase their pleasure in the 
book. 


THE ILLUSTRATED BIBLE STORY BOOK 


FOR CHILDREN 


Published by RAND MSNALLY & COMPANY 


This book is for sale by all leading booksellers. If unable to obtain it locally send $2.00 plus 10 cents for postage 





oe much better to clean your teeth 
the right way—by washing, not by 
scouring. 


That’s what Colgate’s will do for 
you because there is no hard, scrubby 
grit in it to scratch the enamel of 
your teeth. 


Use Colgate’s after each meal and 
just before bedtime, and you will be 
doing your share to keep your teeth - 
clean and happy and healthy. Don’t 
forget “Good Teeth—Good Health— 
Good Fun.” 


’ ’ ; 
Colgate’s tastes so good that you’ll Littie Fock’ tonnes 


really enjoy using it. Rose from the corner. 
“Colgate’s comes next!” was his cry. 
“Every morn, noon, and night 


A delightful little story book, beau- It keeps my smile bright— : 
tifully illustrated, “A Tip Top Time Oh my! What a wise boy am I! 


on the Ribbon Road,” will be sent free 
to all Colgate friends who will send « 
us their name and address. Write to 


Dept. 320. 


Seek fa IER NY he eee oe 


COLGATE & CO. 


Established 1806 
199 Fulton St. NEW YORK 
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Truth in Advertising CLEANS 
Implies Honesty in Manufacture TEETH tHe RIGHT 
WAY 





